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In this book are nine short and 
brilliant plays by Noel Coward, 
di\erse in their plots, exhibiting 
many facets of the author’s dra¬ 
matic genius. Like all his plays 
they make superb reading. 

Included arc three groups of three 
plays; each group representing one 
evening’s entertainment. For more 
than a year they have been capti¬ 
vating London. 

The plays arc: 


W'E Were Dancing . 
The Astonished Heart 
Red Pepper/ 


% 


II 


Hands Across ti<e Sea i 
Fumed Oak V - ' 


Sh.\dow Pl.ay 


X 


III 

Ways and Means 
Stili, Lii e 
Family .\lbum 

In liis illuminating foreword Noel 
Coward writes: 

1 he idea oj pre.senlitif* three short jdays 
* 

\u at! eve;nft(f instead of one long one is 
Jar from originaL In fact, if one looks 
hack over the yea*s, one finds that the 
''^trifde hill" Joi lula has been used, 
until varying degrees of success, since tin 
earliest days of the Theatre. Latterly, 
however, that is during the last quarter 

CON IINI KU ON BACK 1 LAI* 


CONTINUED FROM FRONT FLAl’ 


of a century, it has f allen from favour. 
Occasionally still a curtain-raiser ap¬ 
pears in the Provinces but wearing a 
sadly hang-dog e.xprcssion, because it 
knows only too well, poor thing, fiat it 
would not be there at all zeere the main 
attraction of the evening long enough .... 

A short play, having a great advantage 
over a long one in that it can sustain a 
mood icithout technical creaking or over¬ 
padding, deserves a better fate, and if 
by careful writing, acting and produc¬ 
ing I can do a little towards reinstat- 
\iiig it in its rightful pride, I shall 
have achieved one of my more sentimen- 
•• hil ambitions. . . . 

All'of the plays included in the pro¬ 
grammes have been written especially 
^ There has been no umvorthy sculJling in 
cupboards and bureau draivers in seaich 
forgotten manuscripts, and no hurried 
refurbishing of old, discarded ideas. 

The primary object of the scheme is to 
provide a full and z^aried evening's en¬ 
tertainment for theatregoers udio, za 
.ope, icill try their best to overcome any 
latent prejudices they may have against 
shortplayjMind, at least, do us the honour 
of coming to judge for themselves. 


That Mr. C'owarcl has su(T'C(‘d('d 
:)eyond his fondest hopes is attested 
by the huge London audienees o\ er 
more than a \-ear's tinuN and now 
l)y an enthusiastic Ameiitan r(’ 
ception. 
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The idea o£ presenting three short plays in an evening instead 
of one long one is far from original. In fact, if one looks back 
over the years, one £nds that the “triple bill” formula has been 
used, with varying degrees of success, since the earliest days of 
the theatre. Latterly, however, that is during the last quarter 
of a century, it has fallen from favour. Occasionally still a 
curtain-raiser appears in the Provinces but wearing a sadly 
hang-dog expression, because it knows only too well, poor thing, 
that it would not be there at all were the main attraction of the 
evening long enough. 

Its spirit is further humiliated by the fact that the leading 
actors treat it with the utmost disdain, seldom leaving their star 
dressing-rooms to glance at it, let alone play it. Therefore it has 
to get along as well as it can in the hands of small-part actors 
and understudies who, although frequently far more talented 
and charming than their principals, have neither the name, 
authority nor experience to triumph over rustling programmes, 
banging seats and a general atmosphere of bored impatience. 

A short play, having a great advantage over a long one in 
that it can sustain a mood without technical creaking or over¬ 
padding, deserves a better fate, and if, by careful writing, acting 
and producing I can do a little towards reinstating it in its 

**lghtful pride, I shall have achieved one of my more sentimental 
ambitions. 

From our point of view behind the footlights the experiment 



LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 

will obviously be interesting. The monotony of repetition will 
be reduced considerably, and it is to be hoped that the stimulus 
Miss Lawrence, the Company and I will undoubtedly derive 
from playing several roles during a week instead of only one, 
will communicate itself to the audience, thereby ensuring that 
a good time be had by all. 

All of the plays included in the programmes have been writ¬ 
ten especially. There has been no unworthy scuffling in cup¬ 
boards and bureau drawers in search of forgotten manuscripts, 
and no hurried refurbishing of old, discarded ideas. 

The primary object of the scheme is to provide a full and 
varied evening’s entertainment for theatregoers who, we hope, 
will try their best to overcome any latent prejudices they may 
have against short plays and, at least, do us the honour of com¬ 
ing to judge for themselves. 
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A Comedy in Two Scenes 
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LOXnSE CHARTERIS 
HUBERT CHARTERIS 
KARL SANDYS 
CLARA BETHEL 
GEORGE DAVIES 
EVA BLAKE 
MAJOR BLAKE 
IPPAGA 

Two or three unnamed members of the Country Club, 

SCENE I. Verandah of the Country Club at Samolo, Et/ening^ 
SCENE n. The same, ‘Early morning. 

Time: The Present, 








SCENE I 


The Scene is the verandah of the Country Club at Samolo^ 
On the right is a room in which dances are held every Saturday 
night. For these occasions a dance-band -flies up from Pendarla 
by the new Imperial Inter-State Airways, The band arrives in 
the afternoon, plays all night and departs early on Sunday for 
Abbachi where it repeats the same procedure for the inhabitants 
there, returning wearily on Mondays to the Grand Hotel, 
Pendarla where, during the wee\, it plays for the Tourists, 

When the curtain rises the verandah is deserted, A full moon 

is shining over the sea and, far away, above the chatter and 

music of the dance-room, there can occasionally be heard the 

wailing of native music rising up from the crowded streets by 
the harbour. 

IPPAGA, a Samolan boy, crosses the verandah from right to left 
carrying a tray of drinks. He is yellowish brown in colour and, 
like most Samolans, comparatively tall. He wears a scarlet fez, 
a green, purple and mustard-coloured sarong, black patent- 
leather shoes, stiver ear-rings and three wooden bracelets. 

As he goes off on the left the dance-music stops and there is 
the sound of applause. 

GEORGE DAVIES and EVA BLAKE come out of the dance-room, 

GEORGE DAVIES is a hearty, nondescript young man dressed in the 

usual white mess-jacket, black evening trousers and cummer¬ 
bund. 


EVA, equally nondescript, is wearing a pink taffeta bunchy 
little dress, pink ribbon in her hair and pink shoes and stock- 
t^Ss which do not quite match. She carries a diamantS evening 
bag and a blue chiffon handkerchief round her wrist. She also 
wears a necklace of seed pearls and a pendant. 
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The dance music starts again, eva loo\s furtively over her 
shoulder. 

GEORGE enters first and walks up to balcony and calls: 

GEORGE: Eva! Eva! 

eva: It’s all right, they’re playing an encore. 

GEORGE; Come on, then. 
eva: Where’s the car? 

GEORGE: I parked it at the end o£ the garden, where the road 
turns off. My boy’s looking after it. 
eva; He won’t say anything, will he? 

GEORGE: Of course not. He’s been with me for years. 
eva: Oh, George! 

GEORGE [impatiently^x It’s all right—come on- 

eva: Where are we going? 

GEORGE: Mahica beach, nobody ever comes near it. 
eva: Oh, George! 

GEORGE \_taking her hand ^: Come on- 

They go off right. 

The band is playing a waltz and the stage is empty for a 
moment, 

LOUISE charteris and karl sandys come dancing in from the 
left. They are both in the thirties, soignee and well-dressed, and 
they dance together as though they had never been apart. 
They waltz three times round the stage finishing in the 
centre with a prolonged ki^s. The music ends, there is the sound 
of applause, two women and a man come in. They stop short on 
observing Louise and karl, they whisper together for a moment 
and then go back i^^o the dance-room, 

LOUISE and karl remain clasped in each other's arms oblivious 
of everything. The music starts again, 

HUBERT charteris and CLARA BETHEL come out of the dance* 
room. CLARA is a nice-looki^S* grey-haired woman in the forties. 
HUBERT her brother, is about the same age. Me has dignity and 
reserve and looks intelligently British, 

[ 6 ] 
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7 hey both stand for a moment looking at karl and louise 
who, still entranced unth their kiss, have not even noticed them, 
HUBERT \quietly \: Louise, 

LOUISE \_iumping\ \ Oh! 

CLARA [reproachfully^x Louise, really! 

LOUISE and KARL step a little away from each other, 

LOUISE [with a social manner ^: This is my husband. [She hesi^ 
tates and turns to karl.] I’m afraid I didn’t catch your name? 

karl: Karl. Karl Sandys. [To Hubert and clara.] How do 
you do? 

HUBERT [with perfect control ]: The car’s here, I think we’d 
better go if you’re ready. 

LOUISE: I’m not ready. 

CLARA [going towards her ]: Come along, Louise. 

Louise: I can’t go, really I can’t. 

HUBERT: This is most embarrassing, please don’t make it 
worse. 

Louise: I’m sorry, Hubert. I do see that it’s all very difficult. 
karl: I fear I was partly to blame. 

HUBERT [ignoring him] \ Please come home now, Louise. 
LOUISE [gently ]: No, Hubert. 

HUBERT: I’m afraid I must insist. 

Louise: We have fallen in love. 
karl: Deeply in love. 

HUBERT: I would prefer not to discuss the matter with you, 
sir. 

Louise: That’s silly, Hubert. 

HUBERT [sternly]'. Please come away. 

Louise: I’ve told you, I can’t. 
karl: Have a drink? 

HUBERT [irritably]'. Good God! 

Louise: That is a good idea, Hubert, let’s all have a drink. 
karl: We might also sit down. 

clara: Listen, Louise, you can’t behave like this, it’s too 
idiotic. 


[7] 
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LOUISE: It's true, can’t you see? It’s true. 

CLARA; What’s true? Don’t be so foolish. 

karl: We’re in love, that’s what’s true, really it is, Mrs.— 
Mrs.- 

LOUISE: Bethel. This is my husband’s sister, Mrs. Bethel. 
karl: How do you do? 

CLARA: I appeal to you, Mr.-—Mr.- 

karl: Sandys. 

CLARA: Mr. Sandys—please go away. Go away at once. 
karl; That’s quite impossible. 

HUBERT: I detest scenes and I am finding this very unpleasant. 
I don t know who you are or where you come from, but if you 
have sny sense of behaviour at all you must see that this situa¬ 
tion is intolerable. W^ill you kindly leave the club immediately 

and never speak to my wife again in any circumstances what¬ 
ever? 

LOUISE: Its more important than that, Hubert, really it is. 
karl: It s the most unportant thing that has ever happened 

to me in my whole life, Mr.—Mr.- 

LOUISE: Charteris. 
karl: Mr. Charteris. 

HUBERT: Once more, Louise, for the last time, will you come 
home ? 

LOUISE: No—I can’t. 

HUBERT: Very well. Come, Clara. 

He turns to go away, louise catches his arm, 

LOUISE: You can’t go, either. I know you hate scenes and that 
you’re trying to be as dignified as possible, and that I’m ap¬ 
parently behaving very badly, but it’s true, this thing that’s 
happened, I mean—we have fallen in love_ 

HUBERT: Please let go of my arm, Louise, and don’t be 
ridiculous. 

LOUISE: Look at me—look closely—I’ve been your wife for 

thirteen years. You’re wise and intelligent and you know me 
well—look at me I 
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CLARA [anxiously~\ : Please go, Mr. Sandys. 

KARL [shafting his head'\ : No. 

HUBERT [to Louise]: I’m looking at you. 

LOUISE [emotionallyy. Well—don’t you see? 

HUBERT loo\s quicf{ly at clara then at karl and then bac\ to 

LOUISE again, 

HUBERT: Yes—^I see. 

clara: Hubert. ^ 

MAJOR BLAKE comes in from the dance-room, lie ts a red¬ 
faced, elderly man, 

MAJOR BLAKE : I say, have you seen Eva? 

HUBERT: What? 

MAJOR BLAKE : I Can’t find Eva. 
clara: I think she went home. 

MAJOR BLAKE : She can’t have, the car’s there. 

clara: She told me she was driving back with the Baileys. 

MAJOR blake: Oh, did she, did she really? 

clara: She told practically everybody in the club that she 
was driving back with the Baileys, I’m surprised she didn’t 
mention it to you. 

MAJOR blake: Oh, she’s all right then—thanks—thanks 
awfully. 

CLARA [after a pause^. You’ll be able to pick her up on the 
way home. 

MAJOR blake: It’s hardly on the way, it means going all round 
by the Woo Ching road. 

HUBERT: Why not telephone her? 

MAJOR blake: They won’t have got there yet, it’s an hour’s 
drive. 

clara; Why not wait until they have got there? 

MAJOR blake: Yes, I suppose I’d better. Anybody feel like a 
Stengah? 

HUBERT: No, thanks. 

MAJOR blake [to karl]: Do you, sir? 
karl: No, thank you. 
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MAJOR BLAKE: All right—shall go back to the bar- 

karl: Bar. 

MAJOR BLAKE: Xhanks very much. 

He goes out to R, 
karl: ^Vho is Eva? 

CLARA: His wife. 

karl: And who are the Baileys? 

CLARA [u/ith irritation\x Does it matter? 
karl: I don’t know. 

LOUISE: They live in that large reddish-looking house at the 
top of the hill. 

karl: I’ve never been to the top of the hill. 

CLARA: Good night, Mr. Sandys. 
karl: Good night. 

CLARA [with almost overdone ordinariness'\i Come along, 
Louise. 

Louise: Don’t be silly, Clara. 

CLARA: I’m not being silly. I’m acutely uncomfortable. You’re 
behaving abominably and putting Hubert in an insufferable 
position. For heaven’s sake pull yourself together and be reason¬ 
able. You talk a lot of nonsense about being in love. How could 
you possibly be in love all in a minute like that-—-? 
karl: We are. 

CLARA: Please be quiet and let me speak, 

Louise: Hubert, do make Clara shut up. 

CLARA: You must be insane. 

HUBERT: Shut up, Clara. 

CLARA : And you must be insane, too, I’m ashamed of you, 
Hubert. 

Louise: It’s no use railing and roaring, Clara. Hubert’s much 
wiser than you. He’s keeping calm and trying to understand 

and I’m deeply grateful to him- 

CLARA: Grateful indeed! 

LOUISE: Yes, if he behaved as you seem to think he ought to 
behave, it would only make everything far worse. I suppose you 

[m] 
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want him to knock Mr. - [To kaw..] What is your first 

name? 

karl: Karl. 

LOUISE: —Karl in the jaw? 

CLARA: I don’t want anything of the sort. I want him to treat 
the situation as it should be treated, as nothing but a joke, a 

stupid joke, in extremely bad taste. 

LOUISE: It’s more than that, Clara, and you know it is, that’s 

why you’re scared. 

CLARA: I’m not in the least scared. 

HUBERT: You’d better allow me to deal with this, Clara, in 
my own way. 

CLARA: There is such a thing as being too wise, too under¬ 
standing. 

LOUISE: You’re usually pretty intelligent yourself, Clara. I can’t 
think what’s happened to you. This thing is here—now— 
between Karl and me. It’s no use pretending it isn’t, or trying 
to flip it away as a joke, nor is it any use taking up a belligerent 
attitude over it. God knows I’m confused enough myself— 
utterly bewildered, but I do know that it’s real, too real to be 

dissipated by conventional gestures- 

CLARA: What is real? What arc you talking about? 
karl: Love, Mrs. Bethel, we’ve fallen in love. 

CLARA: Rubbish! 

LOUISE: It’s not rubbish! It’s not nonsense. Be quiet! 

HUBERT \to Louise]: What do you want me to do? 

LOUISE [looking at karl] : I don’t know. 
karl: May I ask you a question? 

HUBERT \stiffly'\i What is it? 
karl: Are you in love with Louise? 

CLARA : Well really! 

HUBERT: I am devoted to Louise. We have been married for 
many years. 

karl: I said are you in love with her? 

Hubert: I love her. 
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rouisE: Don’t go on evading, Hubert, you know perfectly 
weU what he means, 

HUBERT: Of course I know what he means. [To karl.] I’ll 
answer you truly. I am not in love with Louise in the way that 
you imagine yourself to be in love with her- 

karl: I worship her. 

HUBERT; You know nothing about her, 

karl; I know that suddenly, when we were dancing, an 
enchantment swept over me. An enchantment that I have never 
known before and shall never know again. It’s obvious that you 
should think I m mad and that she’s mad too, our behaviour 
looks idiotic, cheap, anything you like, but it’s true, this magic 
that happened, it’s so true that everything else, all the ordinary 
ways of behaviour look shabby and unreal beside it—my heart’s 
thumping, I’m trembling like a fool, even now when I’m trying 
so hard, so desperately hard to be calm and explain to you 
reasonably, I daren’t look at her, if I did, my eyes would brim 
over with these silly tears and I should cry like a child_ 

LOUISE [making a movement totvards him'\i Oh, my 
darling- 

karl: Don t, don t speak—let him speak, let him say what’s 
to be done. 

KARL leaves the three of them and goes up to the verandah 
rail and lool^s out at the sea. 

CLARA: You didn’t even know his name, 

t-ouisE: Oh, Clara! ’SYhat the hell does that matter? 

CLARA [walking about]: This is really too fantastic—it’s 
beyond belief—it’s-- 

LOUISE [gently] : Listen. I know you feel dreadfully upset for 
Hubert and for me too, but it’s no use huffing and puffing and 
getting yourself into a state. Here it is this thing that’s hap¬ 
pened—it’s terribly real—as large as life—larger than life, and 
we’d all better look at it clearly and as sensibly as we can. 

HUBERT: You go homc, Clara, you can send the car back 
for me. 


1 12} 



WE WERE DANCING 
CLARA: I shall do no such thing. 

LOUISE {hurriedly—to Hubert] : We*d better go away—he and 
I —as soon as possible. 

HUBERT: Where to? 

LOUISE: I don’t know—anywhere- 

HUBERT: For God’s sake be reasonable. How can you? How 
can I let you? 

LOUISE: How much do you mind—really? 

HUBERT: That obviously has nothing to do with it, 

Louise: I want to know. 

HUBERT; I want to know, too. I can’t possibly tell. You’ve 
made this up, this magic that he talked about, you’ve conjured 
it out of the air and now it’s smeared over everything—over 
me, too—none of it seems real but it has to be treated as if it 
were. You ask me how much I mind—you want that as well, 
don’t you, in addition to your new love? 

LOUISE: Want what? What do you mean? 

HUBERT {almost losing control\z You want me to mind—don’t 
you—don’t you? 

LOUISE: Oh, Hubert—please don’t look like that- 

HUBERT: You want everything—everything in the world, you 
always have. 

LOUISE: You’re pitying yourself. How beastly of you to be so 
weak, how contemptible of you! 

CLARA: Louise! 

LOUISE: I’ve been faithful to you all these years, we stopped 
being in love with each other ages ago—we became a habit— 
a well-ordered, useful, social habit. Have you been as faithful 
to me as I have to you? 

KARL: That’s nothing to do with us—what’s the use of 
arguing^ 

Me joins the group again. 

Louise: Answer me. Have you? 

HUBERT: No. 

CLARA: Hubert! 
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Louise: Fair’s fair. 

CLARA: Hubert I Louise! 

Louise: Do stop saying Hubert and Louise^ Clara, it’s mad¬ 
dening. 

KARL: What is all this? Can’t you keep to the point both of 
you? What does it matter whether he’s been faithful to you or 
not, or you to him either? You’re not in love with each other 
any more, that’s clear enough, and even if you were this forked 
lightning that has struck Louise and me would shatter it— 

scorch it out of existence- 

CLARA: Forked lightning indeed! 

karl: Earthquake then, tidal wave, cataclysm! 

Hubert: I’ve never not loved you, Louise. 

LOUISE [irritdbly\\ I know that perfectly well. I’m deeply 
attached to you, too. I hated it when you had your tiresome 

little affairs on the side- 

Hubert: With your heart? 

LOUISE; Of course not. Don’t be so damned sentimental. You 
haven’t come near my heart for years. 

CLARA: If Hubert doesn’t strike you in a minute, I will. 
ippaga comes out of the dance^oom u/ith an empty tray, 
karl: Boy, bring four whisky-and-sodas. 
ippaga: Yes, sir. 

LOUISE: They’re called Stengahs here. 
karl: Four Stengahs then. 

CLARA: I’d rather have lemonade. 

karl: You seem bent on complicating everything. [To 
IPPAGA.] Four Stengahs. 
ippaga: Yes, sir. 

He goes off, 

LOUISE: ICarl, where were we? 

HUBERT: Nowhere-—nowhere at all. [He turns au/ay,^ 

KARL [to Hubert] : Listen, Charteris—I know you won’t be¬ 
lieve me, or even care, but I really am dreadfully sorry, about 
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all this—not about falling in love, that’s beyond being sorry 

about, but that it should happen to be your wife- 

HUBERT: Who are you, where do you come from? 
karl: My name is Karl Sandys, I come from Hampshire. My 
father is Admiral Sandys- 

Louise: Dear darling, I wouldn’t mind if he were only a 
bosun’s mate. 

karl: I know you wouldn’t, sweetheart, but I must explain 
to your husband- 

CLARA : How you can have the impertinence to be flippant, 

Louise, at a moment like this—- 

Louise: There’s never been a moment like this, never before 
in the history of the world—I’m delirious. 

HUBERT [to karl] : Plcasc go on. 

karl: I was in the Navy myself but I was axed in 1924. 
Louise: What’s axed? ' 

karl: Kicked out. 

LOUISE: Oh dear, whatever for? 

HUBERT: Never mind that, I understand, go on. 

karl: I’m now in the shipping business. I represent the 

I.M.C.L. 

Louise: What in God’s name is the I.M.CX.? 

HUBERT: Imperial Malayan China Line. 
karl: Passenger and Freight. 

Hubert: I know. 

karl: I’ve come from Singapore, I’ve been interviewing our 
agents in Pendarla- 

HUBERT: Littlejohn Thurston and Company? 
karl: Littlejohn Thurston and Company. 

LOUISE [to clara] : Littlejohn Thurston and Company. 
karl: I flew up here in the morning ’plane because I wanted 
to see a little of the country before I sail on Wednesday. 
Louise: Wednesday! 

HUBERT: Are you married? 

karl: I was, but we were divorced in 1927. 
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Louise: Oh, Karl. Did you love her? 
karl: Of course I did. 

LOUISE: The moment’s changed—I’m not delirious any more 

—I can’t think of you ever having loved anybody else- 

HUBERT: Have you any money? 
karl: Not very much—enough. 

LOUISE: What was her name? 
karl: Ayleen. 

Louise: You mean Eileen. 

karl: I do not, I mean Ayleen—^A-y-l-e-e-n. 

LOUISE: Very affected. 

karl: It’s you I love, more than anyone in the world, past or 
future- 

LOUISE: Oh, Karl! 

HUBERT S^sharply^ : Please—just a moment—both of you. 
karl: I’m sorry. That was inconsiderate. 

HUBERT: I’m trying to be as detached as possible. It isn’t easy. 
LOUISE: I know it isn’t, it’s beastly for you, I do see that. 
CLARA: You’re all being so charming to each other it’s posi-' 
tively nauseating. 

LOUISE: My dear Clara, just because your late husband was 
vaguely connected with the Indian Army, there is no reason for 

you to be so set on blood-letting- 

CLARA: I’m not—I should like to say- 

Louise: You’re no better than a Tricoteuse. 
karl: What’s a Tricoteuse? 

Louise: One of those horrid old things in the French Revo¬ 
lution with knitting-needles. 

HUBERT: All this is beside the point. 

Louise: Clara’s been beside the point for years. 
karl: Dearest, I want you so. 

LOUISE: Oh, Karl! 

CLARA: This is disgusting- 

HUBERT: You’d much better go home, Clara- 

CLARA: I’ve told you before I shall do no such thing, I’m 
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apparently the only one present with the remotest grip on 
sanity. I shall stay as long as you do, Hubert. 

karl: Dear Mrs. Bethel. 

CLARA: I beg your pardon? 

karl: I said, “Dear Mrs. Bethel,” because I admire your 
integrity enormously and I do hope when all this has blown 
over that we shall be close friends. 

CLARA.* I think you’re an insufferable cad, Mr. Sandys. 

Louise: Blown over! Oh, Karl. 

karl: Darling, I didn’t mean that part of it. 

Hubert: I have something to say to you, Louise. Will every¬ 
body please be quiet for a moment? 

CLARA : Hubert, I honestly think- 

Louise: That’s exactly what you don’t do. 

Hubert: This man, whom you so abruptly love, is sailing on 
Wednesday. 

karl: On the Euripedes. 

Louise: But the Euripedes goes to Australia, I know because 
the MacVities are going on it. 

karl: That can’t be helped, I have to interview our agents in 
Sydney- 

Louise; We’ll have to go on another boat, I can’t travel in sin 
with the MacVities, 

HUBERT: Do you really mean to go with him? 

Louise; Yes, Hubert. 

CLARA : You’re stark staring mad all of you; Hubert, for God’s 
sake-- 

Hubert: Excuse me- [Gently.'] Louise, how true is this 

to you? 

Louise; Oh, Hubert, don’t be too kind. 

HUBERT: Will it be worth it? 

Louise: Oh yes, yes, of course it will—it must! 

HUBERT: What has happened exactly—how do you know so 
surely, so soon? 
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SONG: “WE WERE DANCING” 

Verse i 


If you can 

Imagine my embarrassment when you politely asked me to 
explain 
Man to man 

I cannot help but feel conventional apologies are all in vain. 
You must see 

We’ve stepped into a dream that’s set us free 
Don’t think we planned it 
Please understand it. 


Refrain 

We were dancing 

And the gods must have found it entrancing 

For they smiled 

On a moment undefiled 

By the care and woe 

That mortals know. 

W^e were dancing 

And the music and lights were enhancing 
Our desire 

When the World caught on fire 
He and I were dancing. 


Verse 2 


Love lay in wait for us 
Twisted our fate for us 
No one warned us 
Reason scorned us 
Time stood still 
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la that first strange thrill. 

Destiny knew of us 

Guided the two of us 

How could we 

Refuse to see 

That wrong seemed right 

On this lyrical enchanted night 

Logic supplies no laws for it 

Only one cause for it. 

Repeat Refrain 
We were dancing . . . etc, 

LOUISE: We were dancing—somebody introduced us, I can’t 
remember who, we never heard each other’s names—it was a 
waltz—and in the middle of it we looked at each other—^he said 
just now that it was forked lightning, an earthquake, a tidal 
wave, cataclysm, but it was more than all those things—^much 
more—my heart stopped, and with it the world stopped too— 
there was no more land or sea or sky, there wasn’t even any 
more music— I saw in his eyes a strange infinity—only just him 

and me together for ever and ever—and—ever- 

She faints, karl catches her in his arms, 

IPPAGA enters urith a tray of drin\s, 

ippaga: Stengahs, sir. 

karl: Bring them here, quick, 

KARL lou/ers LOUISE gently into a chair and \neels beside her 
with his arm under her head, Hubert \neels on the other side 
of her. CLARA l^neels in front of her and endeavours to maf{€ her 
swallow a little whisky* ^fter a moment her eyelids flutter and 
she moves her head. 

The dance music which has been playing intermittently 
throughout the scene comes to an end, there is the sound of 
applause, then it strikes up the National Anthem^ 
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LOUISE : Good God! God Save the KingJ 

She staggers to her feet supported by karl. The others rise 
also and they all stand to attention as the lights fade on the 
scene. 


SCENE II 

When the lights come up on the scene, clara, Hubert, louise 
and KARL are all sitting in attitudes of extreme weariness. There 
is a table near them on which are the remains of bacon and 

sandwiches, ippaga is lying on the floor on the right, 
fast asleep. Dawn is breaking and the stage gets lighter and 
lighter as the scene progresses, louise, in a state of drooping 
exhaustion, is arranging her face in the mirror from her hand^ 
bag which Hubert is holding up for her. 

LOUISE \petulantly~\\ -—But surely you could interview your 

agents in Sydney another time- 

karl: I can’t see why I should alter the whole course of my 
career just because of the MacVities. 

louise: It isn’t only the MacVities, it’s Australia. 
karl: What’s the matter with Australia? 
louise: I don’t know, that’s what’s worrying me. 

HUBERT: Haven’t you got any agents anywhere else? 
karl: There’s Havermeyer, Turner and Price in Johannes¬ 
burg but I’ve seen them. 

louise: You could see them again, couldn’t you? It’s not 
much to ask. 

karl: If I start giving in to you now, darling, we shall never 
have a moment’s peace together. 

CLARA: Well I wish you’d make up your minds where you’re 
going and when, it’s very early and I’m tired. 

louise: You’ve been wonderfully patient, both of you—I’m 
tired too. 
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HUBERT: Would you like another sandwich, dear? There are 
three left. 

LOUISE [patting his hand \: No thank you, Hubert, they’re 
filthy- 

karl: I’d like to say too how grateful I am to you, you’ve 
been understanding and direct and absolutely first-rate over 
the whole business. 

HUBERT: I’m terribly fond of Louise, I always have been. 

CLARA: Fortunately Hubert’s leave is almost due so we shan’t 
have to face too much unpleasantness in the Colony. 

HUBERT: What time does your ’plane leave? ^ 

KARL [glancing at his watch \: Seven-thirty—it’s now a quarter 
to six. 

LOUISE: I’ll come by the night train and join you in Pendarla 
in the morning. 

HUBERT: I shall miss you dreadfully, Louise, 

LOUISE: I shall miss you, too. 

karl: I’m not sure that I shan’t miss you, too. 

Louise: Oh, dear, I do wish it didn’t have to be Australia. 

karl: Now then, Louise! 

CLARA: Some parts of Australia can be lovely. 

Louise: Yes, but will they? 

CLARA: And there’s always New Zealand. 

karl: I haven’t any agents in New Zealand. 

Louise: I shall have to write to mother and explain. I’m afraid 
it will be dreadfully muddling for her. 

HUBERT: Serve her right. 

Louise: Hubert! It’s not like you to be unchivalrous about 
mother. 


Hubert; Now that you’re leaving me the situation has 
changed. 


Louise: Yes. You’re quite right. I do see that. 

HUBERT; Without wishing to wound you, Louise, I should like 
to take this opportunity of saying that she lacks charm to a 
remarkable degree. 
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Louise: It’s funny, isn’t it, when you think how attractive 
father was. 

karl: This seems an ideal moment for you to give us a 
detailed description of where you lived as a girl. 

Louise: I do hope you’re not going to turn out to bejtesty. 
CLARA: Never mind, come along, Hubert, we can’t stay here 
any longer, the Fenwicks will be arriving to play golf in a 
minute. 

HUBERT [to Louise] : Do you want to come now or stay until 
his ’plane goes? 

Louise: I’ll stay for just a little while, send the car back, 
HUBERT [to karl] ; ^Vould you care to come to the house and 
have a bath? 

karl: No, thanks, I can have one here. 

HUBERT; Then I shan’t be seeing you again. 
karl: Not unless you come and see us off on the boat, 
HUBERT: I shan’t be able to on Wednesday, I have to go up- 
country. 

karl: Well, good-bye, then. 

HUBERT: Good-bye. 

They shaks hands. 

Try to make her happy, won’t you? 
karl: I’ll do my best. 

HUBERT: Clara - 

CLARA [to karl] : Good-byc. 
karl: Good-bye. 

CLARA: I wish my husband were alive. 
karl: Why? 

CLARA : Because he’d horsewhip you and, Tricoteuse or no 
Tricoteuse, I should enjoy it keenly. 
karl: Thank you very much. 

CLARA and HUBERT gO off, 

LOUISE gets up and goes to the verandah rail, she leans on it 
and loohj out at the sea. 

LOUISE: I feel as if I’d been run over. 
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KARL [joining A^r]: Dearest. 

Louise: Don’t. 
karl: Don’t what? 

LOUISE: Don’t call me dearest, just for a minute. 
karl: I love you so. 

Louise: Wc ought to be able to see Sumatra really at this 
time of the morning. 

karl: I don’t want to see Sumatra. 

Louise: I think I will have another sandwich after all. 
karl: All right. 

They come down from the rail and pensively ta\€ a sandwich 
each, 

Louise: Arc you happy? 
karl: Wildly happy. Are you? 

LOUISE: Dear Karl I 
karl: What’s the matter? 

Louise: You’re doing splendidly. 

karl: Don’t talk like that, my sweet, it’s unkind. 

Louise: Ayleen would be proud of you. 
karl: That was worse than unkind. 

Louise: Where is it, our moment? What’s happened to the 
magic ? 

karl [sadly^', I see. 

LOUISE: I wonder if you do really? 
karl: Dance with me a minute. 

LOUISE: Very well. 

She hasn’t quite finished her sandwich so she holds it in her 
left hand while they waltz solemnly round the stage. 
karl: Of course the music makes a great difference. 

LOUISE: There isn’t always music. 
karl: And moonlight. 

Louise: Moonlight doesn’t last. 

They go on dancing. The sound of a native pipe is heard a 
long way off in the distance. 
karl: There’s music for us. 
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LOUISE: It’s the wrong sort. 

icarl: I wish you’d finish your sandwich. 

LOUISE: I have. 
karl: ICiss me. 

Louise: My dear- 

They \iss. 

You seeJ 

karl: The joke is on us. 

Louise: It was a nice joke, while it lasted. 
karl: We’ve never even been lovers. 

Louise: I don’t want to now, do you? 
karl: Not much. 

Louise: W^e missed our chance- 

karl: Don’t talk like that, it sounds so depressing- [They 

turn au/ay from each other.\ 

Louise: What’s the name of your agents in Sydney? 
karl: Eldrich, Lincoln and Barret. 

Louise: Give them my love. 

She pats his face very gently and su/eetly and goes quickly 
au/ay. He makes a movement as if to follou/ her, then pauses 
and lights a cigarette. He hums for a morneHt the tune to 
u/hich they were dancing and then goes up to the rail where 
he stands leaning against a post looking out into the morning. 

GEORGE DAVIES and EVA BLAKE come quietly, almost furtively on 
from the right; they talk u/hispers. 
eva: It’s awfully light. 

GEORGE.* There’s nobody about, 
eva: Oh, George, you're so wonderful! 

GEORGE: Shhh! 

They k^ss swiftly. 

I suppose it’s all right about the Baileys? 

eva: Yes, jMarion promised—she’ll never say a word. 

GEORGE: I won t take you right up to the house. I’ll just drop 
you off at the end of the garden- 

eva: Oh, George, you think of everything- 
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karl: Excuse me, is your name Eva? 
eva: Yes. 

rarl: I congratulate you! 

EVA and GEORGE go off, 

KARL comes down and 1{ic\s ippaga gently* 

Wake up—wake up, it’s morning- 

ippaga stretches himself as the curtain falls* 
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CHARACTERS 


CHRISTIAN FABER 

BARBARA, his wifc 

LEONORA VAIL 

TIM VERNEY 

SUSAN BIRCH 

SIR REGINALD FRENCH 

ERNEST 

The action of the entire play ta\€s place in the drawing;^ 
room of the Fabers* fiat in London, 

SCENE I. Late afternoon, November 1935. 

SCENE n. Late afternoon. November 1934- 
scene III, Midnight, January 1935- 
SCENE IV. Dau/n. April 1935. 

SCENE V, Evening, November 1935. 

SCENE VI. Late afternoon, November 1935. 











SCENE I 


T'he action of the entire play ta^es place in the drau/ing-rootn 
of the Fabers* flat in London.The flat is on the top floor of one 
of the newly erected apartment buildings in the region of Hyde 
Far\. The furniture is comfortable and good without concede 
ing too much to prevailing fashion. On the left double doors 
lead to the hall, dining-room and Barbara’s bedroom and bath¬ 
room, etc. On the right other double doors lead to Christian’s 
part of the flat, his bedroom, consulting-room and office. 

When the curtain rises it is late afternoon in November 1935, 
The lights are on but the curtains have not been drawn and 
BARBARA is Standing looking out of the window into the foggy 
dus\. She is a tranquil, intelligent woman of about thirty-six or 
seven. Her bac\ is to the room and she is drumming her fingers 
on the window pane, susan birch is seated on the sofa with her 
hands clasped on her lap. Her age is somewhere between thirty 
and forty and she is plainly and efficiently dressed as befits a 
secretary. She is sitting very still although occasionally she bites 
her lip nervously, tim verney, a nice-looking man in the early 
thirties, is standing in front of the fireplace on the right smoking 
a cigarette. There is an air of strain in the room as though any 

one of them might cry out at any moment. The silence is 
broken by Barbara. 

Barbara: It looks terribly dreary out, but it’s like that any¬ 
how, at this time of year, isn’t it? 

tim: Yes, 

Barbara: The traffic seems slower than usual 
that’s my imagination. 


I expect 
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tim: Don’t you think you’d better come away from the win¬ 
dow now? 

BARBARA: Ycs, I supposc I had. 

She comes sloti/ly down and sits on the sofa next to susan. 
Don’t worry, Tim, about the window I mean, it’s something 
we’ve got to get used to like everything else—part of the whole 
thing. 

tim: Yes, I know. 

BARBARA [/o susan] : She answered the telephone herself, 
didn’t she? 

SUSAN [with an effort\ \ Yes. 

BARBARA: She ought to be here by now. 

SUSAN [lookjng at her wrist-watch^i Yes—yes she ought. 
BARBARA: I supposc Emcst would be shocked if we had a 
cocktail, wouldn’t he? 

tim: That doesn’t matter. 

BARBARA [olmost irritably^ : I know it doesn’t matter, Tim, I 
was only thinking how funny it is that whether Ernest should 
be shocked or not shocked, should come into my mind at all—- 
will you ring for him? 

tim; All right. [Me rings the bell by the fireplace.^ 

BARBARA [impulsivcly patting susan’s hand} : I expect you 
think I’m talking too much. 

SUSAN [trying to smile} : No, I don’t, dear, 

BARBARA: Talking’s useful, it makes a little noise but not too 

much, just enough to distract the attention- 

SUSAN: I know. [She gets up.} 

Barbara: What is it? 

SUSAN: I thought perhaps I’d better go into the oflfice. 
barbara: No, don’t, sit down again, stay with us. 
susan: Very well. [She sits down again.} 

ERNEST, the butler, enters. 

Ernest: You rang, madame? 

BARBARA: Make a cocktail will you, Ernest, a Dry Martini I 
think, don’t you, Tim? 


[ ] 
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TIM \absently\ : Yes, a Dry Martini. 

ERNEST: Very good, madame. 

BARBARA: When Mrs. Vail arrives—I’m—I’m expecting her- 

\Mer voice breads slightly.^ 

ERNEST: Yes, madame. 

He goes out. 

BARBARA: That was silly of me, wasn’t it?—Unnecessary—he 

knew perfectly well we were expecting her- 

tim: She’s probably held up in the traffic. 

BARBARA: Yes, it’s bad at this time of day—I’d like a cigarette, 
Susan, there’s a box just by you. 

SUSAN silently hands her the box and she ta\es a cigarette 
and lights it. 

tim: Poor woman. 

BARBARA: Lconora? Yes—it’s awful for her. 

SUSAN She’ll get over it. 

BARBARA: So shall we I expect—in time. 

SUSAN: It doesn’t matter to her, not really, not like it matters 

to us—she’ll cry a lot and be beautifully heartbroken- 

BARBARA: Don’t be unkind. 

SUSAN \viol€ntly\ : I hate her. 

BARBARA \turning away\ : Oh, don’t, Susan—what’s the use of 
that- 

SUSAN: I don’t care whether it’s any use or not—I hate her, 

more than I’ve ever hated anyone in my whole life- 

BARBARA: You might just as well hate a piece of notepaper, 
because someone’s written something cruel on it. 

SIR REGINALD FRENCH comcs through the double doors on the 
right. He is an authoritative, elderly surgeon. 

SIR REGINALD: She hasn’t arrived yet? 

TIM : She’s on her way. 

SIR REGINALD: Good. [He turns to go again.J 
Barbara: There isn’t much time is there? 

SIR REGINALD [gently] : No, I’m afraid not. 

BARBARA: Is he—conscious? 
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SIR REGINALD: Only for a brief moment, every now and then, 

BARBARA! It’s then that he asks for her? In those brief 
moments? 

SIR Reginald: Yes. 

barbara: I’ll send her straight in when she comes. 

SIR REGINALD: Do, my dear. 

hie goes out, 

SUSAN : Oh God! [She brea\s down and cries softly ,1 

BARBARA [putting her arm round her'\ : Don’t, dear. 

tim: Shut up, Susan. 

SUSAN: I can’t help it—it would have been much better if only 
you’d let me go into the oflfice when I wanted to. 

BARBARA: I’d rather you cried here with us than all by your¬ 
self in there. 

SUSAN [dabbing her eyes'] : I’m all right now. 

BARBARA: Don’t make too much of an effort, Susan, it’s a 
dreadful strain—I’d cry if I could—tears are fine, a little relief— 
they let the grief out for a minute or two-^I envy them- 

ERNEST enters with a tray on which is a cocktail shatter and 
four glasses. 

Here are the cocktails. Put them on the small table, Ernest— 
Tim, you pour them out—thank you, Ernest. 

ERNEST puts down the tray and goes out. tim git/es the sha\er 
a couple of extra shakes and pours out a cocktail for each of 
them. They tak^ them in silence. 

TIM [drinking]'. He’s certainly made it dry enough. 

BARBARA [sippiug hers and smiling faintly] : Strong enough 
too—oh, dear- 

There is the sound of the front door bell. They all jump 
slightly, 

tim: Here she is—at last- 

BARBARA [suddenly] : How extraordinary—d’you see what I 
mean? It’s the same, exactly the same as a year ago—you were 
there, Tim, just where you are now, with a cocktail glass in your 
hand—you were there, Susan, only you had your glasses on 
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packet of papers in your lap—don't you remember—the 
first time she ever came into this room-? 

ERNEST opens the door and announces: mrs. vail as the lights 
fade. 


SCENE II 

When the lights come up on the scene Barbara, tim, susan 
and ERNEST are all in the same positions as the preceding scene, 
SUSAN is wearing glasses and has a packet of papers in her lap, 
her jumper is blue instead of grey, Barbara is wearing a tea 
gown, TIM is in the same suit but wearing a different tie, 

ERNEST [announcing ^: Mrs. Vail. 

LEONORA VAIL enters. She is a lovely creature of about thirty, 
exquisitely dressed and with great charm of manner. 

BARBARA [greeting her ^: My dear—after all these years_ 

LEONORA: Isn't it lovely? 

They Iffss affectionately. 

Barbara: Bring some fresh cocktails, Ernest. 

Ernest: Yes, madame. 

Ide goes out. 

BARBARA {introducing her -[: This is Susan Birch, Chris’s right 

hand and this is Tim Verney, Chris’s left hand—or perhaps it’s 

the other way round—settle it among yourselves—Leonora 
Vail—Ames that was- 

LEONOI^: Leonora Ames, terrible at games! Do you re- 
member? ^ 

Barbara: Of course I do. 

They both laugh. 

LEONORA [shaking hands with susan]: How do you do? 

SUSAN: How do you do? 

LEONORA [s/ia^ing hands with tim] : I think Barbara wrote that 
beastly little rhyme herself. 

[55] 
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TIM \stniling\ \ Was it true? 

LEONORA: Absolutely. 

BARBARA I I cau’t possibly say you haven’t changed a bit, you’ve 

changed more thoroughly than anyone I’ve ever seen- 

LEONORA: Having our hair up makes a great difference. 
BARBARA: Your voice has changed too, but I recognised it on 
the telephone. 

LEONORA: I’d have known yours anywhere. 

tim: Have a cocktail, it’s mostly water now—perhaps you’d 
rather wait for a fresh one. 

Leonora: That’ll do beautifully to start with. 
lie pours out a coc\tail and she holds it up towards Barbara. 
The nastiest girl in the school. 

BARBARA \laughtng\ : But the best King Lear. 

LEONORA [also laughing^ : Oh, of course—I’d forgotten that. 

BARBARA: I forcscc a flood of reminiscence. 

tim: So do I—come along, Susan, we’d better go. 

BARBARA: No, don’t go—you can bear it, Tim, you’ll probably 
discover a lot of useful little psychological echoes from my 
childhood- 

SUSAN [risingl : I must go anyhow—all these have to be dealt 
with. [She indicates the papers in her handJ\ 
tim: Is there a patient in there now? 

SUSAN [glancing at her watch'\-. Yes, but her time’s nearly up, 
LEONORA [to Barbara]: Does he work all day long, your 
husband ? 

BARBARA: Ycs, most of the night as well sometimes. 

LEONORA: What’s he like? 

BARBARA: Horrible. 

LEONORA : I sympathise, mine was an absolute darling, so much 

so that I divorced him after eighteen months- 

SUSAN: Good-bye, Mrs. Vail, 

LEONORA: Good-bye. 

tim: We shall probably meet again very soon. 

LEONORA: I hope so. 
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BARBARA: TclI Chris to come in for a second if he can when 
he’s got rid of his patient. 

tim: Ail right. 

He and susan go out, 

Leonora: What a nice man. 

BARBARA: Tim’s a dear, he’s extremely brilliant, too, Chris 
thinks the world of him. 

LEONORA: He must be wonderful. 

BARBARA: Who, Chris? 

LEONORA: Yes, a little frightening though I should think. 

BARBARA : Oh no, he’s not in the least frightening— 

he gets a bit abstracted every now and then—when he’s work¬ 
ing too hard. 

LEONORA; Dear Barbara, how nice this is—how long ago 
is it?- 

BARBARA: Seventeen—no eighteen years—I’m thirty-five now, 
I left long before you did- 

LEONORA: I remember missing you dreadfully. 

BARBARA: It was after the war when you went to America? 

Leonora: Yes, just after. Father left Brazil in 1918 and at the 
beginning of 1919 we went to Washington. 

Barbara: When were you married? 

Leonora: Oh, a long while after, several years, 

Barbara: Was he really such a—a darling? 

Leonora: Oh, it was all horrid. He was much older than me, 
very rich fortunately—that’s all there was to it really. 

Barbara: And you never wanted to marry again? 

LEONORA: I wanted to once, but it wasn’t possible, everything 
went wrong- 

[ernest comes in u/ith fresh cochtails.^ 

Barbara: I’m so sorry. 

Leonora: I minded horribly at the time but I travelled a bit 
and got over it, it’s a long while ago anyhow. 

Barbara: How long have you been in England? 

LEONORA: Only two weeks—IVe got a darling little house, only 
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rented of course, I moved in on Alonday—when will you come 
and dine? 

BARBARA: Whenever you like. 

Leonora: And your husband, Chris? 

Barbara: I’m sure he’d love to but it all depends, you can 
never count on him- 

Leonora: I’m longing to see him. 

ERNEST having deposited the cocl^tail shaker on the tray, goes 
out, taking u/ith him the empty one, 

BARBARA; He’ll probably come in soon for a moment. 

Leonora: Is it never more than a moment? 

BARBARA: Oh, ycs—not quite as bad as that—but being mar¬ 
ried to eminence requires a little forbearance, especially if the 
eminence is dear to you. 

Leonora; No holidays? 

BARBARA: Ycs—last year we got a full month—^we went to 
Italy, Como first and then down to Venice, it was lovely. He 
got a bit restive during the last week, but I persuaded him to 
stay the course. 

LEONORA: I should be jealous I think. 

BARBARA: Jealous? 

LEONORA: But you’re better balanced than I am—less emo¬ 
tional—you always were- 

BARBARA: It would be tiresome to go on being emotional after 
twelve years of marriage. [She gives her a cocktail,] 

LEONORA: I don’t really want another. 

BARBARA: Comc on—one more—I will too. 

LEONORA: All right. 

BARBARA: Old timcs. [She drinks.] 

LEONORA: Old times. [She drinks.] What does he do exactly? 

BARBARA: Chris? 

LEONORA: Yes. 

BARBARA [g^^itly] Hc’s Only one of the most celebrated psy¬ 
chiatrists in the world, dear. 

LEONORA [laughing] : I know that—be patient with me—^psy- 
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chiatrist is only a word to me—it’s nothing to do with bone 
setting, is it? 

BARBARA [laughing /oo]: No, nothing whatever—you’re think¬ 
ing of osteopathy- 

LEONORA; No, I’m not, it’s something like psychiatrist—an¬ 
other word. 

BARBARA: Chiropractor. 

LEONORA: That’s it. 

BARBARA: You’d better not mention that to Chris, he doesn’t 
approve of chiropractors at all- 

LEONORA: What’s a psychiatrist then? 

BARBARA: Somconc who cures diseases of the mind-- 

LEONORA: Oh, repressions and inhibitions and all that sort of 
thing. 

BARBARA: Ycs, all that sort of thing. 

LEONORA: How cxciting. 

BARBARA: Yes, more interesting than exciting. 

Leonora: You have a superior look in your eye, Barbara, and 
1 resent it deeply. 

BARBARA: I’m sorry, dear. 

Leonora: I know I’m idiotic really, but it’s most tactless of 
you to remind me of it- How does he start his treatments? 
Just a series of embarrassing questions? 

BARBARA: Frightfully embarrassing. 

LEONORA: I ve read about it in books. You have to remember 
sinister little episodes of your childhood—falling in love with 
the cook—or being frightened by a goat—then you have to 
determine the cook or sublimate the goat or something, and 
you go away completely cured and sleep like a top. 

Barbara: I see that your ignorance was only an affectation, 
you have the whole thing in a nutshell. 

LEONORA: It must be fascinating work, unearthing everybody’s 
rattling little skeletons and fitting them together like Mec¬ 
cano. What about himself? 

Barbara: How do you mean? 
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LEONORA: Does he know all about himself right from the 
beginning? Is everything cut and dried and accounted for? 

BARBARA: I CXpCCt SO. 

Leonora: And you? Has he a chart of you hanging up over 
his desk? 

BARBARA: Hc docsn’t need a chart of me, Leonora. 

Leonora: Something in your manner tells me that I’ve gone 
too far—oh dear—I didn’t mean to—don’t be cross. 

BARBARA [s/?7i7in^] ! I’m not in the least cross. 

LEONORA: I suppose he’d know all about me in a minute, 
wouldn’t he? The very first second he clapped eyes on me. 
BARBARA: Certainly. 

LEONORA: How terrifying. 

BARBARA: Don’t pretend, Leonora, I’m perfectly sure you’re 
not terrified of anyone. 

LEONORA: Do his patients fall in love with him? 

BARBARA: Ptactically always. 

Leonora: Don’t you hate that? 

Barbara: You are funny, Leonora. 

LEONORA: Am I? Nicely funny or nastily funny? 

BARBARA: Charmingly funny. 

Leonora: Oh dear, I can’t wait to see him, do tell someone to 
hurry him up, I shall have to go in a minute. He hasn’t got a 
moustache, has he? 

BARBARA: No. 

Leonora: Beard? 

BARBARA: No beard. 

Leonora: Tall or short? 

BARBARA: Short. 

LEONORA: Fat? 

BARBARA: Not exactly fat, let’s say a little podgy. 

LEONORA: Oh, Barbara! 

BARBARA: Hc has very little chance of getting exercise you see, 
still he does his best with those things in the bathroom- 

LEONORA : What things? 
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BARBARA: You know, they’re attached to the wall and you 
gasp and strain and they snap back again—he has a rowing 
machine too. 

Leonora: I know, I’ve seen them in gymnasiums on ships. 

BARBARA: He finds it very effective. 

Leonora; You’re lying, aren’t you? 

BARBARA: Ycs, Lconora. 

Leonora: I suppose he’s eight feet high and absolutely be¬ 
witching. 

BARBARA: If you care for long black moustaches, yes. 

LEONORA: I’ve made up my mind to fall in love with him on 
sight. 

BARBARA: He’s quite used to that. 

LEONORA: You’re positively smug about him, Barbara—tell me 
seriously—do you really adore him? 

BARBARA: I lovc him very much. 

LEONORA: How matvcllous. And does he love you? 

BARBARA: Really, Leonora! 

LEONORA: I know I’m behaving badly, but it seems so 
funny- 

Barbara: What seems so funny? 

LEONORA: I know what I mean, but it’s awfully difficult to 
explain. 

BARBARA [i/r/7y]: Don’t try. 

LEONORA: Darling, I think I’d like just another little sip if 
there s any more in the shaker- 

BARBARA: It’s practically full- 

BARBARA refills her glass. Christian faber comes into the room. 

He /j about forty years old, tall and thin. He moves quickly 

and decisively as though there was never quite enough time 
for all he had to do. 

Leonora: At last! 

CHRIS [surprised\x What? 

BARBARA: This is Mrs. Vail, Chris, one of my oldest friends, 
we were at school together—— 
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CHRIS [absently'^ : Oh—how do you do. [He sha\es hands.'\ 

bakbara: Cocktail? 

CHRIS: No, I’ve got some more work to do. 

LEONORA: I think it only fair that you should know that until 
Barbara disillusioned me I thought that you were a chiropractor. 

CHRIS [smiling perfunctorily^'. Did you really? [To Barbara.] 
Listen, dear, we are dining with Alary to-night, aren’t we? 

BARBARA: YcS. 

CHRIS: Well, you go without me and tell her I’ll come in for 
coffee- 

BARBARA [laughing\ : She knows that already, darling, she told 
me on the telephone this morning. 

CHRIS [with a smile^ : Alary is one of the most sensible women 
I know. 

LEONORA [with slightly forced impudence^ : I also thought you 
had a long moustache! 

CHRIS [not quite understanding^ : What-? 

BARBARA Aloustachc, dear, Leonora thought you 

had a moustache. 

CHRIS [with a completely empty smile]: Oh, no—I haven’t a 
moustache. 

JTe bows politely and goes out. 

LEONORA: I’d rather he was a chiropractor, 

BARBARA: Never mind. 

LEONORA: He didn’t even see me, I do think it’s a shame. 

BARBARA: He saw you all right. 

Leonora; You’re being superior again, how odious of you. 

BARBARA: ^Vhcn do you want us to come and dine? 

LEONORA; I shan’t even ask him, I like the other young man 
much better, Tim whatever his name was, bring him instead— 
next Wednesday? 

BARBARA [going to her boo\ on the desh^ : W^ait a minute. 

LEONORA: Do you want to go to a play or just sit and talk? 

BARBARA: I don’t mind a bit, whichever you like—but I’d 
rather make it Thursday. 
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LEONORA: All right—Thursday—we’ll decide whether to 
out or not later. 

BARBARA; That’ll be lovely. 

Leonora: I really must go now - 

BARBARA: You’rc sure you wouldn’t like to stay and have your 
bones set or anything? 

Leonora: No, I’ve given up the whole idea. 

BARBARA: What whole idea? 

Leonora: About falling madly in love with your husband and 
him falling madly in love with me and then me having a lovely 
old friends together” scene with you and everyone behaving 
beautifully and making sacrifices all round- 

BARBARA: You Were always romantic, even at school, do you 
remember Monsieur Brachet? 

LEONORA: I adored him, didn’t I? But still he was rather 
sweet. 

BARBARA: His eyes were very close together. 

LEONORA: Practically two in one, darling, but charm—that^S 
what counts, darling- 

BARBARA: What’s your telephone number? 

LEONORA: You’re not going to put me off, are you? 

BARBARA: Don’t be so silly, of course not. 

Leonora: Kensington 3382, 

BARBARA [scrzbbUng it down^-. Kensington 3382. 

Leonora: I’ll expect you on Thursday—about eight? 

Barbara: Do you really want me to ask Tim? 

LEONORA: Of course, he’s an angel, and bring your old chirop¬ 
odist too if he’ll come- ^ 

^i^R^A [laughingly, as they go o«r]: I’ll try to persuade 

Thetr voices are heard talking and laughing in the hall, tim 

comes tn and goes over to the desk, he rummages about on it. 
Barbara returns, 

Barbara: Oh, Tim, you made me jump. What are you doing? 
Tim: Is there a Bible in the house? 
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BARBARA: I supposc there must be somewhere. Whatever do 
you want it for? 

TIM. Chris wants a quotation to use in his lecture on Fri¬ 
day— 

BARBARA: Docs he know a special one-? 

tim: Vaguely—something in Deuteronomy- 

ERNEST enters, 

BARBARA: Have you got a Bible, Ernest? 

ERNEST: I think the cook has one, madame. 

BARBARA: Ask her if she’ll lend it to me for a minute, will you? 
ERNEST: Very good, madame. 

He goes out, 

BARBARA: Isn’t she lovely? 

TIM: W^ho? The cook? 

Barbara: No, don’t be so silly, Leonora. 
tim: Very smooth and shiny. 

BARBARA: Didn’t you like her? 

tim: Yes, I suppose so, I only saw her for a moment. 
BARBARA; She loved you at first sight, she wants you to dine 
with her on Thursday. 
tim: Good God! 

BARBARA: It’s all right, I shall be there to protect you. 
tim: I hate dinner parties. 

Barbara: You mustn’t be disagreeable. 

ERNEST re-enters with a Bible, 

Ah, thank you, Ernest. 

ERNEST: Have you finished with the cocktail things, madame? 
Barbara: Yes, thank you. 

ERNEST taf^es the cocktail tray away as susan enters, 

SUSAN ; Did you find one? 
tim: Yes, it’s the cook’s. 

SUSAN: It’s Moses, Deuteronomy twenty something- It 

starts with “The Lord shall smite thee—” 

They loo\ through the Bible together. 
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SUSAN f/o BARBARA]: It’s £or his paper on the Development of 
Psychopathology starting with Hippocrates- 

tim: This must be it- [He reads.] “The Lord shall smite 

thee with madness, and blindness, and astonishment of the 
heart.'* 

SUSAN: Yes, that’s it. 

S/ie (a\es the Bible and goes off as the lights fade. 


SCENE III 

When the lights come up on the scene, chris and Leonora 
are discovered standing by the fireplace, his arms are round her 
and he is pissing her. She is u/earing a diaphanouS evening 
gown, he, a dinner jacket. About two months have passed since 
the preceding scene. The time is after midnight. There is a tray 
of sandwiches and drinks on the small table by the sofa. She 
detaches herself from his arms and moves away. 

LEONORA [in a strained voice]: I must go. 

CHRIS [quietly]: jMust you? 

LEONORA; Of course. 

chris: Isn’t that rather inconsistent? 

Leonora: Yes—I suppose it is. 
chris: What’s the matter? 

Leonora: I didn’t mean it to be like this_ 

Chris: Don’t go away from me yet. 

Leonora: I must. 
chris: Do you want to? 

LEONORA [softly ]: No. 

chris: Come back to my arms, it’s cold over here by the fire, 
LEONORA [with her face turned away from him]: I lied lUSt 
now when I said I didn’t mean it to be like this. 
chris: Does it matter? 

LEONORA: Yes—it matters dreadfully -- 
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CHRIS \moving towards her'\ : My dear- 

LEONORA [with panic in her voice] : Please stay there- 

CHRIS \^stopping]\ Very well. 

LEONORA \^with a rush^ : I did mean it to be like this but—but 
not quite like this—mean—it was all a trick—I planned it— 
the first day I came, you remember, when you snubbed me— 
I teased you about it at dinner to-night—I made up my min d 
then to make you fall in love with me—now I wish I hadn’t— 
I feel cheap—I feel frightened—I wish with all my heart I 
hadn’t. 

CHRIS [with a STnile]: I think it was rather a gay trick. Don’t 
be upset. There’s nothing to be upset about. Let’s sit down 
quietly and have a drink. 

Me comes over to the sofa and pours out a drinJ^. 

Will you have one? 

LEONORA: No, thank you. 

CHRIS [sitting] : Do come and sit down. 

LEONORA: Now you’rc treating me like a patient. 

CHRIS: Only because you’re behaving like one, 

LEONORA: I see. [She laughs suddenly,] 

CHRIS: That’s better. 

LEONORA: Give me a cigarette. [She sits down next to him,] 

Chris: Here. [Me lights one for herJ] You’re a lovely creature. 

LEONORA: I’m all right outside, but I’m not very pleased with 
myself inside at the moment. 

CHRIS: Pangs of conscience are tiresome, Leonora, they’re 
also exceedingly bad for you. 

LEONORA: I’m feeling better now. 

CHRIS: I gather that the trick is on again. 

LEONORA [sharply] : That was unkind. 

CHRIS : You’re very touchy. 

LEONORA: What about Barbara? 

CHRIS: She’s very well, thank you—I had a letter from her this 
morning. 

LEONORA: Are you in love with her? 
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CHRIS : What on earth did you say that for? 

LEONORA: Are you in love with her? 

CHRIS: You’re behaving like a patient again. 

LEONORA: Are you? 

CHRIS: Barbara has nothing to do with this. 

LEONORA: You’re certainly not in love with me. 

CHRis: You have lovely eyes, but there’s a little sadness in 
them, a little disappointment, I could tell your fortune by your 
eyes—shall I? 

Leonora: I’d rather you didn’t. 

CHRIS: And your nose- 

Leonora: I’d rather you didn’t mention my nose at all. 

CHRIS : It’s the most unwise nose I’ve ever seen. 

Leonora: Do stop. 

CHRIS: Then there’s your mouth- 

Leonora: I must go- 

CHRIS : You’d be astounded if you knew how desperately I 

want to kiss your mouth—again- 

Leonora: Please, Chris - 

chris: You re so foolish, up on your romantic high horse— 
how often have you ridden it wildly until it went lame and you 
had to walk home? 

Leonora: Often enough to teach me never to do it again. 
chris: That’s what made the sadness in your eyes—^you should 
never have left school, it was a grave mistake, 

Leonora: You win, 
chris: Do I? 

Leonora: I knew you would—quite early in the evening I 
knew. 

chris: Has it been a happy evening—for you? 

Leonora: No, not really—rather strained, 
chris: Were you really angry—that first time we met? 
Leonora: Yes—I think I was. 
chris: I didn’t mean to be rude, 

Leonora: You certainly did. 
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CHRis: Yes, now I come to think of it, I did. 

LEONORA: Why? 

CHRIS: You irritated me, you were so conscious of how ab¬ 
solutely beautiful you looked. 

LEONORA: I never thought that. 

CHRis: Your manner demanded attention insistently, like a 
child banging its spoon on the table, making a clamour—yelling 
for more-- 

LEONORA; How horrid that sounds. 

CHRIS: Quite natural though, I expect you’ve always been 
spoilt. 

LEONORA: No, I haven’t. 

CHRIS : Have you had many lovers? 

LEONORA [looking dou/n]’. No—not many. 

CHRIS : And the few—whoever they were—^id you love them? 

LEONORA: Please don’t be quite so—clinical. 

CHRIS {ttnpulsiuely\ \ Forgive me—I wanted to know. 

LEONORA: I loved somebody once—very much—never so much 
before—and never so much since. 

CHRIS: I see. 

LEONORA: I know you think my conscience is tiresome and, 
considering how obviously I threw myself at you, a trifle ill- 
timed, but it s there all the same and it’s making me un¬ 
easy Please listen, I’m being really honest now—if you and 
I had an—an affair—how much would it hurt Barbara? 

CHRIS; I don t know. If she knew, I expect it would upset her 
a good deal, but it would upset her just as much, if not more, 
if she thought we wanted to and were denying ourselves on her 
account. Barbara’s that sort of person. 

LEONORA: You have been married twelve years. 

CHRIS : How naive you are. 

LEONORA: Do you love her? You never answered me before. 

CHRIS : Yes, I love her deeply and truly and for ever. 

LEONORA: I see. 

CHRIS : I don’t suppose you do, but it doesn’t matter. 
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Leonora: It matters a lot. 

CHRIS : What do you want? Truth or lies—reality or pretence? 

LEONORA: How clcvcr of you to know, without looking, what 
you have in your safe. 

CHRIS: Don*t be unkind to me, Leonora. 

Leonora: It*s you who are unkind to me. 

CHRIS : Why? In what way? 

LEONORA: It*s my own fault of course-- 

CHRIS : Entirely. 

LEONORA: If you feel that it would make our—our flirtation' 
any more satisfactory, I have some X-ray plates of my teeth. 

CHRIS: Stop being quarrelsome, Leonora. 

LEONORA: I can’t help it, you make me angry—horribly angry 
—I want to hit out at you. 

CHRIS: Any other impulse at this particular stage of the pro¬ 
ceedings would be abnormal. 

Leonora: You’re so superbl^sure of yourself, aren’t you? 

CHRIS [seriouslyy. No, the basis of everything I’ve ever learned 
is not being sure—not being sure of anyone or anything in the 
world myself least of all- [He turns away.^ 

LEONORA: Hand me my bag, it’s just behind you. 

CHRIS : What for? 

LEONORA: I want to powder my—unwise nose. 

CHRIS [handing it to her^ : Here. 

LEONORA: Thank you. 

She opens her bag and scrutinizes^herself in the glass inside it. 

She puts on some lipstic\ and powders her nose, chris watches 
her. 

CHRIS: There’s a bit of fluff on the left. 

Leonora: I can see it. 

CHRIS: You mustn’t be ungracious. 

Leonora: I want to go home now. [She risesJ] 

CHRIS [also rising] : I’ll take you—there’s always a taxi on the 
rank. 

Leonora: Please don’t, I’d really rather you didn’t. 
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CHRIST You must be mad as a hatter. 

LEONORA: AA^hy—what do you mean? 

CHRIS: To imagine- Oh, what’s the use- 

He suddenly crushes her in his arms and pisses her violently^ 

LEONORA! Don t ^pleasc, Chris—don’t- \^She struggles^ 

CHRIS [pressing her to himjz Don’t be unkind — want you 

dreadfully you must know that—don’t leave me—^not just yet 

• it wasn t all a trick—it may have started as a trick, but it isn’t 
that now, is it? Is it? 

LEONORA [breaking au/ay from him, breathlessly^i Yes — yes it is, 
CHRIS : Eiar. [He tahes her hand.J Look at me. 

LEONORA [near tears^z No. [She turns au^ayj\ 

CHRIS: Please. 

He turns her slowly and loo^s into her eyes. 

LEONORA [in a whisper'll Well— what’s my fortune? 

CHRIS : You’re going to love me a little. 

LEONORA [shading her h€ad'\ : That’s not enough. 

CHRIS : Oh, yes—yes—more than enough. 

LEONORA: Are you sure? 

CHRIS: Oh, my dear—my dear- 

She slips into his arms again as the lights fade on the scene. 


SCENE IV 

It is now A.pril, three months having passed since the precede 
tng scene. The time is about five or six a.m. 

There is a greyness in the room because dawn is not far away, 

BARBARA is sitting in a chair by the fire smoking a cigarette. 
She is wearing a dressing-gown, and there is an ash-tray by her 
side, almost filled with cigarette ends. She shivers slightly, then 
gets up and pours herself a brandy and soda; she returns to her 
chair and then her attention is caught by the sound of the front 
door opening softly. She closes her eyes for an instant and bites 
her lip as though she were trying to gather courage, 
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CHRIS comes quietly in from the left; he is wearing a light 
overcoat and hat. His face is tired and strained, 

BARBARA [in OS Ordinary a voice as she can manage^ : Hallo, 
darling! 

CHRIS [startled^', Barbara! 

BARBARA: I’m sorry if I made you jump. 

CHRIS: What on earth-? 

BARBARA: I couldn’t sleep. 

CHRIS {^switching on the lights] : Oh, I see - 

BARBARA! Not all the lights, Chris. 

CHRIS: All right. [He switches on the des\ light and turns the 
others off again,] 

BARBARA: Would you like a drink? 

CHRIS: No—no, thanks. 

barbara: I’m having one—^it’s—it’s a bit chilly. 

CHRIS [in a flat voice]-, I’m awfully sorry, darling. 

BARBARA: There isn’t anything to be sorry for—I mean this 
isn’t a scene—really it isn’t, only I do want to talk to you. I’ve 
wanted to for a long while. 

CHRIS : I know. 

BARBARA: It’s probably a bad moment, but—but during the 
day it’s difficult—there never seems to be any time- 

CHRIS : I meant it when I said I was sorry—I am—desperately 
sorry. 

BARBARA: Of coursc you are. Don’t be silly—I know that—it’s 
all beastly—I’m sorry, too, I’m sorry for you and me and—I’m 
even sorry for Leonora- [She gives a little laugh,] 

CHRIS [noticing the ash-tray]-. Have you smoked all those to¬ 
night? 

BARBARA: Ycs—it looks awfully unattractive, doesn’t it—like 
after a party- [She empties the ash-tray into the fireplace,] 

CHRIS [lookjng away from her] : You know about me loving 
you all the same, don’t you—more than anybody in the world ? 

Barbara: Yes, of course I do, but I’d rather you didn’t go on 
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about it just at the moment. I want so very much not to be 
emotional. 

CHRIS : Are you very unhappy? 

BARBARA: Not any more than you, I don’t suppose. That’s the 
worst of the whole business, nobody’s having a good time. How 
is Leonora? 

CHRIS: She’s all right, I’ve just left her. 

BARBARA: I didn’t imagine you’d been to a Masonic dinner, 
darling. 

CHRIS [smiling ufrylyl : No, I didn’t think you did. 

BARBARA: I hate her quite normally with all my feminine 
instincts; sometimes I get almost violent, all by myself—it’s 
funny, isn’t it, after so many years?—I’ve got over wishing to 
strangle her, though, now; I just wish she’d never been born. 

CHRIS : I think I do, too. 

BARBARA: I don’t see how we can go on like this quite, do you? 
It really is too uncomfortable—that’s why I sat up for you. I’m 
dreadfully worried, the personal, loving you part of the affair I 
could manage, I think—painful as it is—but it’s everything else, 
too—we’re all in a state, Tim and Susan—I think even Ernest’s 

getting a bit agitated- [She laughs again nervously*^ You’re 

working under such tremendous pressure, and you’re so terribly 
strained and tired—we’re all frightened that you’ll crack up or 
something. 


CHRIS: Don’t worry, I shan’t crack up. 

BARBARA: Do you want to marry her? 

to do with marriage. 

BARBARA: Does she want you to marry her? 

CHRIS : No, I don’t think so—no, I’m sure she doesn’t. 
BARBARA: I Can’t see why that should make me feel a bit 
better, but it does. 

CHRIS : Oh, Baba- [He brea\s off miserably.^ 

BARBARA [brightly^i And I’ll trouble you not to call me Baba 
Just now, darling—as a psychologist you really ought to know 
better. 


CHRIS : No—it isn’t anything 
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CHRIS [trying to smile at her^ : All right. 

BARBARA: I havc a plan, you know, otherwise I wouldn’t have 
pounced like this, but before I tell you what it is, I want to 
know a little more. 

CHRIS: Very well, fire away. 

BARBARA: First of all, how clearly do you see the situation in 
your more detached moments, I mean? 

CHRIS: Quite clearly, but the detached moments are getting 
rarer. I’m afraid. 

BARBARA: Can you be detached now? 

CHRIS : I’m trying with all my might. 

BARBARA; Don’t worry about me, please don’t! I can tread 
water indefinitely—it would be different if I were still in love 
with you, but I’m not, any more than you are with me; that 
was all settled years ago. We are tremendously necessary to 
each other, though, and I hope to God we always shall be, and 
I want to know —\ want to know- [Her voice breaks,'\ 

CHRIS: How long? 

BARBARA [with control'\ \ Yes. 

CHRIS : I’m submerged now—I can’t tell. 

BARBARA: Very well then, you must go away. 

CHRIS : Go away! How can I? 

BARBARA! YoU mUSt. 

CHRIS: I’ve thought of it. I wanted to but it’s quite impossible, 

also even if I could, even if there wasn’t work or anything to 

prevent me, it wouldn’t be any use—running away never is any 
use. 

BARBARA: I didn’t mean you to go away alone, it’s too late for 

that now. I meant you to go away with her—take two months, 

three months if necessary—go to the most lovely, beautiful place 

you can think of—relax utterly—give yourself up to loving her 

without any sense of strain or responsibility—don’t think about 

work or me or any of the things that are standing in the 
way^-- 

CHRIS: I can’t, Baba, you know I can’t. 
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BARBA^: I don’t know anything of the sort. It!s..cleaiv.cpl^ 
sense. I’m not being noble and self-sacrificing and thinking only 
of your happiness. I’m thinking of my own happiness too, and, 
more important still, of your job—you can’t deal wisely and 
successfully with twisted nerve-strained people if you’re twisted 
and nerve-strained yourself. You must see that. It isn’t your pas¬ 
sion for Leonora alone that’s undermining you, it’s the fight 
you’re putting up, you’re being torn in half- 

CHRIS: Darling, you’re making me so dreadfully ashamed. 

BARBARA: That’s idiotic, unreasonable and idiotic. You said 
just now that you were submerged—that’s true, you are; you’ve 
crushed down your emotions for years, and now you’re paying 
for it. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, with your sort of tempera¬ 
ment it was inevitable—it had to happen, I’ve been waiting for 
it. 

CHRIS: Baba I 

BARBARA: Lct mc go on. I’m not submerged, I’m seeing the 
whole thing clearly^—unless you put a stop to this agonising 
battle between your emotions and your intelligence, you’ll break 
completely. 

CHRIS [tortured]: How can I put a stop to it? It’s there—it’s 
there all the time—every moment of the day and night—^it 
started so easily, so gaily—little more than a joke; there were 
no danger signals whatever. I felt just a few conscience pangs 
over you, but not seriously, the whole thing was so apart from 
us and all we mean to each other—my intelligence lied to me— 
my intelligence insisted that it was nothing, just a little emo¬ 
tional flutter that would probably loosen me up and do me a 
power of good; then suddenly I felt myself being swept away 
and I started to struggle, but the tide was stronger than I knew; 
now I’m far from the land, darling—far from my life and you 
and safety—I’m struggling still, but the water’s terribly deep 
and I’m frightened—I’m frightened. [He comes close to her and 
puts his head down on her shoulder.] 

BARBARA [gcntly ]: I know—I really do know- 
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CHRIS : It isn’t Leonora, it’s nothing to do with Leonora any 
more; it’s the thing itself—her face and her body and her charm 
make a frame, but the picture’s in me, before my eyes con¬ 
stantly, and I can’t get it out- 

BARBARA: Stop Struggling. 

CHRIS: I can’t! If I stop struggling I shall be lost for ever. If I 
didn’t know all the processes it would be easier, but I do—I 
watch myself all the time—when I’m talking to patients—in 
case I make a slip; it’s as much as I can do sometimes to pre¬ 
vent myself from suddenly shrieking in their faces—Why are 
you here? What do you come to me for? How can I help you 
when there’s a little brooch between us—a little brooch with 
emeralds and sapphires that someone gave to Leonora years 
ago—long before I ever knew her—how can I ease your poor 
mind when a handsome young man is burnt to death in a plane 
here in the room—he was the one she really loved, you know, 
the only one she ever really loved-’ 

BARBARA: Oh, my dear—oh, my poor dear! 

CHRIS [with a great effort at control} : Tim and Susan are fine 
their behaviour’s almost too good. There’s no reproach in, 
their eyes, just a concentrated determination to bolster me up 
as much as they can. Nurse Hoskins is not so good—she ushers 
in the patients warily now—I think she listens outside the door, 
too, in case of accidents. Then there’s Leonora herself—she’s 
having a hell of a time. The ecstasy’s still there—just for a few 
flaming moments—but in between there are bad hours. You see, 

I m finding out things all the time—things about her and things 
about myself. We’re seldom alone together—the ghosts of the 
people she loved before, or thought she loved, come and join 
us—they make me sick with jealousy. Baba—me of all people. 
We can laugh about that one day, can’t we? I ask her questions, 
you see, because I can’t stop myself—and out of her answers 
the scenes build themselves—and it’s those dead moments that 
torture me. Can you imagine the foolishness of that? Things 
that happened years ago long before I even knew she existed— 
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then I lose control and say dreadful cruel things to her. I dis¬ 
tort her memories for her, smear them with mockery, dissect 
them in front of her until they’re spoilt and broken into little 
pieces. Then she cries, not false crying, but real tears for some¬ 
thing that’s lost . . . and all the time my brain’s raising its eye¬ 
brows at me and sneering, and then the only thing left is to be 
sorry—humbly bitterly sorry—and swear never again to be un¬ 
kind—never, never, never again—until the next time- 

He leaves her and goes over to the window. She watches him 
and then takes a cigarette and lights it. 

BARBARA [quietly \: It’s only the strain that makes all that, 
darling. I wish I could make you see. If only I could get it into 
your head that there is no reason in the world why you 
shouldn’t love Leonora as much as you want to—for as long as 
it lasts—you’d be able to give yourself up to it and be happy— 
you’d probably have quarrels—one always does—but they’d be 
normal ones, not these dreadful twisted agonies. You must do 
as I say—it’s your only chance. Let Tim take over everything 
for three months; he can manage all right with Susan. Wipe 
me from your mind entirely; I shall go away somewhere myself. 
Laura’s in Paris, I can go and stay with her, and Mary’s taken 
the Birrels’ house in Kent for six months. It’s absolutely lovely 
and I shall be so much happier than I am now, if only I know 
you’re being sensible and giving yourself space. 

CHRIS : Space? 

BARBARA: Room to enjoy the best parts of it, without that 
horrid feeling of hours passing—without the consciousness that 
there’s work to be done the next day and people to see and 
decisions to make. 

CHRIS : It sounds easy, but it wouldn’t be. 

BARBARA: After a week or so it would, really—I know I’m right 
—anyhow it’s worth trying. 

CHRIS: It is running away all the same- 

BARBARA: What on earth does that matter? It’s being wise that 
matters. Take the car—don’t stop too long in one place, forget 
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everything but just what you’re doing at the moment. You 
really must try it, darling—you see. I’ve had time to think and 
you haven’t had any time at all. 

CHRIS : You don’t hate her, do you? 

BARBARA [suddenly <ingry'\i Good God! what does it matter if 
Ido! 

CHRIS : I’m sorry. 

BARBARA : I’m fighting for you. Leonora’s only on the fringe of 
the business. It’s you and me that make my world and the 
work you’ve got to do, and the happiness we’ve had and can 
have again. My jealousy is not for the desire you have for her, 
nor for the hours of illusion you buy from her. I’m jealous of 
the time in between—the waste—those bad hours you told me 
about just now. I sense futility in all that, and it’s that futility 
that’s nagging at you and humiliating you so. Stop trying to 
balance yourself—come off your tight-rope, it’s better to climb 
down than fall down, isn’t it? 

CHRIS: It’s bitter, isn’t it, to be made to put on rompers again, 
at my age? 

BARBARA: Whether you intended it or not, that remark was 
definitely funny. 

CHRIS: I miss not being able to laugh. 

BARBARA: That’ll all come back. 

CHRIS: Just at this moment—this now—this immediate mo¬ 
ment I’m all right, you know—I expect it’s because you’re so 
strong. 

Barbara: Well, make the most of it. 

CHRIS: You needn’t tell me it won’t last, I know that. 

BARBARA: Hang on to it anyhow as long as you can, even when 
you’re submerged again, try to remember it. 

CHRIS: Have you ever loved anyone else, since me? 

BARBARA: No, I’ve never happened to want to. 

CHRIS: Would you have, if you had wanted to, I mean? 

BARBARA [lightly^ I I expect so. 

CHRis: I wonder how much I should mind. 
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BARBARA: Do stop whirling about among fictions, there are 
enough facts to occupy us, God knows. Go away—offer yourself 
up—^get on with it. 

CHRIS: It all seems so unreal! 

BARBARA: It’s real enough to make us damned uncomfortable! 

CHRIS [turning^: I don’t believe I really love her at all. 

BARBARA: This is no moment to go into a technical argument 
about that, my sweet. Eove is a very comprehensive term, 
you’re certainly obsessed^ by her, or by yourself through her, 

and that’s quite enough. Oh, dear, it’s more than enough- 

[She giues a little laugh,^ Please, Chris- 

CHRIS: All right. 

BARBARA [cheerfully^ : Well, that’s setded—we’ll lash Tim into 
a frenzy of responsibility to-morrow—I mean to-day—you’d bet¬ 
ter try to get some sleep now, 

CHRIS: Yes—I’ll try. 

BARBARA; Good moming, darling - [She puts her arms 

round him, pisses him lightly and goes quicl^ly out of the room,\ 

CHRIS [as the door closes on her\ : Thank you, Baba. 

Irie leans against the windou/ with his head in his arms as 
the lights fade. 


SCENE V 

Seven months have passed since the preceding scene. It is 
midnight on the night before the first scene of the play. When 
the lights go up on the scene leonora is lying face downwards 
on the sofa, sobbing, chris is leaning on the mantelpiece gazing 
into the fire. 

chris; For the love of God stop crying. [She continues to 
sob.^ I’m sorry—I’ve said I was sorry- 

LEONORA; I can’t bear any more. 

CHRIS [coming over to her\ ; Darling, please- 
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LEONORA: Don’t—don’t come near me. 

CHRIS : You must forgive me—you must! 

LEONORA [slowly sitting «/?]: It isn’t forgiving—it’s that I can’t 
bear any more. I mean it this time—I really can’t! 

CHRIS [bitterly^x I should like to know what you propose to 
do then. 

Leonora: I’m going—I’m going away for good. 

CHRis: I see. 

LEONORA [rising^ : I’m going now- 

CHRIS [holding her arms] : No, you’re not. 

LEONORA: Please, Chris- 

CHRIS ; You can’t possibly go. 

LEONORA: You’re hurting me. 

CHRIS [coldly]: Why do you struggle then? 

LEONORA: Don’t be such a fool, what’s the use of behaving like 
this? 

CHRIS: I was under the impression that you loved me- 

LEONORA: Let go of my arms. 

CHRIS : More than anyone or anything in the world. How long 
ago was that you said that to me—how long ago—answer 
me . . . [He shakes her^ 

LEONORA [crying again]: Oh, for God’s sake, Chris- 

CHRIS: You love me so much that you have to lie to me—you 
love me so much that you play small shabby little tricks on me 
—-you twist me and torture me until I’m driven beyond endur¬ 
ance—then you sob and cry and say I’m cruel, 

LEONORA [almost screaming]: Let me go! 

CHRIS : Stay still- 

LEONORA [frantically] : You’re mad—don’t look at me like that 
—you’re mad- 

CHRIS [grimly]’. Answer me one question, my darling—my 
dear darling- 

Leonora: Let me go—let me go! 

CHRIS: Why did you say you hadn’t been out to dine with 
him when you had? 
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i-eonora: Because I knew you’d make a dreadful scene about 

it* 

CHRIS : Why didn’t you stay the night with him then—you 

wanted to, didn’t you? What held you back? Your love for me! 
Or was it fear-? 

EEONORA [u^renMng herself free from him]: Oh, what’s the 
use—what’s the use- 

CHRIS [hro/^enly]: Do you think I like this situation? You not 
loving me any more, and me wanting you so- 

LEONORA [turning] : Why do you say that—you’ve worked it all 
up in your imagination. None of it’s true—none of it’s real. 
CHRIS: Don’t lie any more. 

Leonora: I’m not—I’m not. 

CHRIS : How do I know? You’ve lied before—^I’ve caught you 
out, trivial enough they were, I grant you, but they were lies 
all the same—little lies or big lies—what’s the difference? Per¬ 
haps you forget that charming little episode in Cairo_ 

LEONORA: Oh, God I 

CHRIS : All right—all right. I know I’m dragging things up 
from the past—why shouldn’t I? After all, the past held por¬ 
tents enough—sign-posts pointing to the present—this present 
now—this dreary misery. 

LEONORA [u^it/2 u great effort to be cairn]: Listen, Chris, I want 

to go away for a little. I must—I’ve told you—I really can’t bear 
any more. 

CHRIS: You cant bear any morel What about me? 

LEONORA: It s not my fault that you imagine things and torture 
yourself. 

CHRIS: Tell me one thing—without lying or evading—tell me 
one thing honestly- 

LEONORA [roear//y]: What is it? 

CHRIS : Do you still—love me? 

LEONORA: Oh, Chris I [Sbe turns away hopelessly,] 

CHRIS : Do you? 

LEONORA \tonelessly] : Yes. 
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CHRIS : As much as you did in the beginning? 

Leonora: Differently, Chris, things have changed—a year has 
gone by since the beginning. 

CHRIS: That’s an evasion. 

LEONORA; It’s the truth—nothing stays the same. 

CHRIS : You wanted me in the beginning, didn’t you? When¬ 
ever I came near you—whenever I touched you—it was more 
important than anything in the world, wasn’t it? 

LEONORA: Yes—it was. 

CHRIS: And now it isn’t any more? 

Leonora: Chris—what’s the use of- 

CHRIS : Answer me! 

LEONORA [quivering : What do you want me to say— I’ll an¬ 
swer—I’ll say whatever you want. 

CHRIS : I want the truth. 

Leonora: There isn’t any truth anywhere—you’ve smashed 
everything into bits- 

CHRIS: Do you love me as much as you did in the beginning? 

LEONORA ^violently^x No—no—no! 

CHRIS: At last! 

LEONORA: That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?—the truth—that’s 
the truth! 

CHRIS: Then you have been lying—for weeks—for months 
probably- 

LEONORA: Yes, I have—have. 

CHRIS: When did it die, this poor shabby love of yours? 

LEONORA \^wildly^ : A long while ago—you strangled it yourself 
with your insane jealousies and cruelties. You never trusted me 

never for a minute—you’ve spoiled hours that could have 
been perfect by making scenes out of nothing. You’ve humili¬ 
ated me and shamed me—you’ve dug up things that were once 
dear to me and made them look cheap and horrible. I can’t 
even go back into my own memory now without finding you 
there jeering on every threshold—walking with me through the 
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empty rooms—making them tawdr^shutting them off from 
me for ever. I hate you for that bitterly. 

CHKis: Sentiment for the dead at the expense of the living- 
very interesting—quite magnificent! 

LEONORA I The dead at least have the sense to be quiet. 
CHRIS : Long live the dead! 

LEONORA \with bitterness^ : You are one of them now. 

There is a dreadful silence for a moment. They stand quite 
still looking at each other. 

CHRIS [quietly'\ \ Did you mean that? 

LEONORA [hesitantly] :Ygs—1 think I did. 

CHRIS: Oh—please—please don’t mean that! 

LEONORA: Let me go away now. 

CHRIS: Couldn’t you wait another mmute? 

LEONORA: It isn’t any use—you know it isn’t. 

CHRIS: Very well. 

LEONORA: Good-bye, Chris. 

CHRIS ; I love you, my darling. 

LEONORA: No, its not love, it hasn’t anything to do with love- 
cHRis : I know it s over now—I really do—I won’t make any 
more scenes. 

LEONORA: Good-bye. 

She goes to him slowly and \isses him—he crushes her in his 
arms. 

CHRIS [hoarsely]'. Is it quite dead—quite dead? 

LEONORA [struggling]: Don’t, Chris—please! 

CHRIS : All passion spent—everything tidied up and put back 
in the box. 

LEONORA: Let me go. 

CHRIS : The last time I shall kiss you—the last time I shall feel 

you in my arms—the very last time of all- 

LEONORA [trying to twist away from him]: Chris- 

CHRIS: Stay still! 

LEONORA: Let me go! 

CHRIS : God damn you, stay still! 
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He 1(t5ses her again violently and throu/s her away from him^ 
She staggers and falls. 

How does it feel to be so desirable—to be wantea so much_ 

teU me, please—want to know—I want to know what your 
heart’s doing now, your loving female heart! How enviable to 
be able to walk away into the future, free of love, free of long¬ 
ing, a new life before you and the dead behind you—not quite 
the dead, though, let’s say the dying—the dying aren’t as sensibly 
quiet as the dead—they can’t help crying a little—you must 
walk swiftly out of earshot and don’t—don’t, I implore you, 
look back, it would make too dreary a picture for your neat, 
sentimental memory book. There’s Httle charm in dying—it’s 
only clinically interesting—the process of defeat, but your view¬ 
point is far from clinical, my sweet—you’re a sane, thrilling 
animal without complications, and the fact that my life has 
been broken on your loveliness isn’t your fault. I don’t believe 
it s even mine it s an act of God, darling, like fire and wind 
and pestilence. You’re in on a grand tragedy, the best tragedy 
of all, and the best joke, the triumphant, inevitable defeat of 
mind by matter! Just for a minute I’m seeing it all clearly, my¬ 
self and you and the world around us—but it’s only a last flare, 
like a Verey light shooting through the sky, it’ll splutter out in 
a second leaving everything darker than before, for me too 
dark to bear. You see, I had a life to live and work to do and 
people to love, and now I haven’t any more. They’re eager to 
help, those people I loved and who love me. I can see them 
sfih, gentle and wise and understanding, trying to get to me, 
straining to clutch my hand, but it’s too late—they can’t reach 

L ’ matter any more to me 

whether you’re here or in the moon. Get up and go- 

LEONORA rises to her feet. She is trembling, chris goes over to 
the window and stands there with his bac\ to her. 

She ta\es her bag from the table, and goes quietly out of the 
room, closing the door behind her, 

CHRIS turns at the sound of the door closing and stands tense 
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and quivering waiting for the front door to slarn. When it does 
he starts to u/al\ about the room. Me goes to the table and 
pours out a tumbler of neat whisky. He drinks it down in one 
^gulp and chokjss a little. He pours himself another and drinks 
it, then he sits down for a moment, waiting for it to have some 
effect. Suddenly he stands up, then the tension of his muscles 
relaxes and with infinite weariness he goes to the window, 
opens it wide, climbs on to the sill and drops. 

The lights fade on the scene. 


SCENE VI 

This scene is the continuation of Scene I. 

BARBARA, TIM and susAK are in the same places and ernest is 
standing by the door. 

ERNEST [announcing ^: Mrs. Vail. 

LEONORA comes in. Her eyes are red from crying. She is obvi^ 
ously trying with all her will to control herself. 

BARBARA: Leonora- takes her hand.^ I’m so glad you 

came- 

LEONORA; Is he—is he-? 

BARBARA : He asked for you. 

TIM [brusquely^ : You’d better go in—^at once. 

BARBARA: Here, drink this- [She hands her her cocktail.'\ 

It’s important that you don’t break down. 

LEONORA: I’ll be all right. 

BARBARA: Please drink it. 

LEONORA: Very well. [She gulps it downf\ 

BARBARA: Tim, will you please take her- 

tim: Come this way, will you.? 

TIM goes to the doors on the right and holds one open for 
LEONORA, She says *Thank you' huskily <ts she goes through. TIM 
follows her and returns in a moment, 
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BARBARA: It wasii’t so foggy. 

SUSAN: What? 

Barbara: Last year, I mean, when she came for the first time 
—^it wasn’t so foggy. 

SUSAN: No—I remember—it wasn’t. 

BARBARA waTiders about the room. 

BARBARA: I wish—I do wish this moment hadn’t had to hap¬ 
pen too. 

TIM [gcntlyl : Do sit down, my dear. 

BARBARA: No—I’m all right—I like wandering- 

TIM [at coc\tail sha^er^ : Do you want some more, Susan ? 

SUSAN: No, thank you, 

BARBARA [with a tremulous smile^'. It’s too much of a good 
thing—it really is- [She breads off and turns her head away.^ 

TIM and SUSAN loo\ at her miserably. She recovers herself 
quickly and comes bac\ to the sofa again, 

I have a dreadful feeling that I’m making it all much horrider 
for you- 

tim: Don’t be so foolish! 

BARBARA: I know what I mean, though—I’m behaving well, 
almost consciously well; that’s always much more agonising for 
other people. 

SUSAN: No, it isn’t—it’s ever so much better. 

BARBARA [blowing her nose\ : I’m not at all sure. If I broke 
down, collapsed completely, there’d be something to do— 
something for us all to do—smelling salts and brandy and all 
that. 

tim: Burnt feathers. 

BARBARA: Ycs, burnt feathers. [She gives a polite little laugh.'\ 

SUSAN [loo\ing at the ^/oor] : I wonder - 

TIM [quichly\ \ Don’t wonder anything—it’s better not. 

BARBARA: You mustn’t snap at Susan, Tim, it’s beastly of you. 

tim: Sorry, Susan, I didn’t mean to snap. 

SUSAN [trying to smile at him^x I didn’t even hear- 
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BARBARA ^suddenly^ : I wish she’d come out now—wish to 
God she’d come out now. 

tim: She will—in a minute - 

They wait in silence. Presently leonora comes quietly bac\ 
into the room. She goes to Barbara. 

BARBARA: Is it all over? Is he-? 

LEONORA: Yes. 

BARBARA: Oh—oh, dear- [She sinf(s bac\ again on to the 

sofa."] 

LEONORA: He didn’t know me, he thought I was you, he said— 
‘Baba—I’m not submerged any more’—and then he said ‘Baba’ 
again—and then—then he died. 

LEONORA goes out of the room very quic1{ly as the Curtain falls* 
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CHARACTERS 


GEORGE PEPPER 
LILY PEPPER 
BERT BENTLEY 
MR. EDWARDS 
MABEL GRACE 
ALF 

The action of the play ta\es place on the stage, a dressing- 
room, and the stage again of the Palace of Varieties in one 
of the smaller English provincial towns. 

The time is Saturday night, present day. 










“RED PEPPERS” 

An Interlude with Music 

T^he interlude occurs in the Palace Theatre of Varieties in one 
of the smaller English provincial towns on a Saturday night. 

GEORGE and LILY PEPPER are a singing and dancing comedy act. 
They are both somewhere in the thirties. They have been mar^ 
ried for many years and in the Profession since they were chiU 
dren. Their act consists of a 'Man-About Town* Dude number 
for which they wear smooth red wigs, tails, sill^ hats and canes, 
and a ^Sailor* number for which they wear curly red wigs, sailor 
clothes with exaggerated bell-bottomed trousers and carry tele^ 
scopes. 

They are first discovered performing *in one* before a back¬ 
cloth on which is painted an ordinary street scene. 


“HAS ANYBODY SEEN OUR SHIP?” 

{Sailor Number) 

VERSE I 

What shall we do with the drunken sailor? 

So the saying goes. 

We’re not tight but we’re none too bright 
Great Scott! I don’t suppose! 

We’ve lost our way 
And we’ve lost our pay. 

And to make the thing complete. 

We’ve been and gone and lost the bloomin’ fleet! 
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REFRAIN I 

Has anybody seen our ship? 

The H.M.S. Peculiar. 

WeVe been on shore 
For a month or more. 

And when we see the Captain we shall get ‘what for.* 

Heave ho, me hearties, 

Sing Glory Halleluiah, 

A lady bold as she could be 

Pinched our whistles at ‘The Golden Key,’ 

Now we’re in between the devil and the deep blue sea 
Has anybody seen our ship? 

Ad lib. from orchestra. 

GEORGE [singing]: La la la la—la la la la- 

lily: Here, what are you singing about? 

GEORGE: What am I singing about? 
lily: Yes, what are you singing about? 

GEORGE: What’s the matter with my singing? 
lily: What isn’t the matter with it! 

GEORGE: Don’t you think I could ever do anything with my 
voice ? 

lily: Well, it might be useful in case of fire! 

GEORGE: Oil Skip it. 

lily: Who was that lady I saw you walking down the street 
with the other morning? 

GEORGE: That wasn’t a lady, that was my wife! 
lily: Keep it clean. Keep it fresh. Keep it fragrant! 

GEORGE: Was that your dog I saw you with in the High Street? 
lily: Yes, that was my dog. 

GEORGE: What’s his name? 
lily: Fruit Salts. 

GEORGE: Fruit Salts? 
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uly: Yes, Fruit Salts. 

GEORGE: Why? 
lily: Ask him—Eno’s. 

GEORGE: Keep it clean. Keep it fresh. Keep it fragrant! 
both: La la la la—la la la la. 

GEORGE: Why did you leave school? 
lily: Appendicitis. 

GEORGE: Appendicitis? 
lily: Yes, appendicitis. 

GEORGE: What do you mean, appendicitis? 
lily: Couldn’t spell it! 

GEORGE: I heard you had adenoids. 
lily: Adenoids? 

GEORGE: Yes, adenoids. 
lily: Don’t speak of it. 

GEORGE: Why not? 
lily: Adenoids me! 

GEORGE: Oil Skip it! Skip it! 

both: La la la la—la la la la. 

GEORGE: I saw a very strange thing the other day. 
lily: What was it? 

GEORGE: Twelve men standing under one umbrella and they 
didn’t get wet. 
lily: How’s that? 

GEORGE: It wasn’t raining! (Wait for it—wait for it.) 
lily: Do you know what a skeleton is? 

GEORGE: Do I know what a skeleton is? 
lily: Do you know what a skeleton is? 

GEORGE: Yes. 

lily: Well, what is it? 

GEORGE: A lot of bones with the people scraped off! 
lily: Keep it clean. Keep it fresh. Keep it fragrant. 

GEORGE: Why is twelve midnight like the roof of a house? 
lily: Why is twelve midnight like the roof of a house? 
GEORGE: Yes, why is twelve midnight like the roof of a house? 
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lily: S’latef 

both: La la la la—la la la la. 
lily: Where did you go last night? 

GEORGE: The cemetery. 
lily: Anyone dead? 

GEORGE: All of ’em! 

lily: Are we going fishing? 

GEORGE: Yes, we’re going fishing, 

lily: We’re not taking the dog with us, are we? 

GEORGE: Of course we’re taking the dog with us. 
lily: Why? 

GEORGE: He’s got the worms! 

REFRAIN 2 

Has anybody seen our ship? 

The H.M.S. Disgusting, 

We’ve three guns aft 
And another one fore 

And they ve promised us a funnel for the next world war. 
Heave ho, me hearties. 

The quarter-deck needs dusting. 

We had a binge last Christmas year, 

Nice plum puddings and a round of beer. 

But the captain pulled his cracker and we cried ‘Oh dear! 
Has anybody seen our ship?’ 

REFRAIN 3 

Has anybody seen our ship? 

The H.M.S. Suggestive 
She sailed away 
Across the bay. 

And we haven’t had a smell of her since New Year’s Day. 
Heave ho, me hearties. 

We’re getting rather restive. 
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We pooled our money, spent the lot. 

The world forgetting by the world forgot. 

Now we haven’t got a penny for the you know what! 

Has anybody seen our ship? 

VERSE 2 [if necessary'l 

What’s to be done with the girls on shore 
Who lead our Tars astray? 

What’s to be done with the drinks galore 
That make them pass away? 

We got wet ears 

From our first five beers— 

After that we lost control. 

And now we find we’re up the blinking pole! 

Their exit consists of a neat tual\ off together, one behind 
the other, with their telescopes under their arms. Unfortunately, 
in course of this snappy finale, lily, who is behind george, 
drops her telescope and hurriedly retrieves it thereby ruining 
the whole effect, CEORGE^VAoofj her a loo\ of fury)and mutters 
something to her out of the corner of his mouth. The curtain 
falls and they ta\e a call before it breathless and smiling, but 
with a certain quality of foreboding behind their smiles. 

The curtain rises on the interior of their dressing-room. It is 
a fairly squalii^oom, for although they are comparatively welU 
\nown in the provinces, they have never, to date, achieved the 
dignity of the star dressing-room or the pride of topping the 
bill. The room is three sides of a square. There is a wooden 
shelf all the way round with, above it, mirrors and lights at set 
intervals. 

Down-stage on the right there is a door leading to the passage. 
Down-stage on the left there is a lavator^basin with a screen 
round it. In the centre is a wooden hanging arrangement for 
clothes. 
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George’s dressing place is on the right and lily’s is on the left. 
As the curtain rises on the scene they both enter in silence 
but wearing expressions of set rage. They are still breathless 
and extremely hot. george goes to his dressing place and lily 
goes to hers. They both tabe off their wigs and fling them 
down, then, still in silence, they proceed to rip off their sailor 
clothes. These are made with zippersSn order to facilitate their 
quic\ change, lily is wearing a brassibre^md sil\ l{nicl(ers, and 
GEORGE a vest and drawers. They both have blacl^ shoes with 
taps on them and blac\ socks and sock suspenders. 

GEORGE: Now then. 
lily: Now then what? 

GEORGE [contemptuously'\ : Now then what! 
lily: I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

GEORGE: Oh, you don’t, don’t you? 

lily: No I don’t, so shut up. ^ 

GEORGE: I suppose you don’t know you mucked up the whole 
exit! 

LILY: It wasn’t my fault. 

GEORGE: Whose fault was it then, Mussolini’s? 

LILY \^with sarcasm^'. Funny, hey? 

GEORGE [witheringlyl : I suppose you didn’t drop your prop, 
did you? And having dropped it, you didn’t have to go back 
for it, leaving me to pranc^off all by meself—who d’you think 
you are, Rebla? 

lily: The exit was too quick. 

GEORGE: It was the same as it’s always been. 

lily: It was too quick, I tell you, it’s been too quick the 

whole week, the whole number’s too quick- 

GEORGE: Bert Bentley takes that number at the same tempo 
as he’s always done. 

lily: You and your Bert Bentley, just because he stands you 
a Welsh rarebit at the Queen’s you think he’s God Almighty. 
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GEORGE: Bert Bentley’s the best conductor in the North of 
England and don’t you make any mistake about it. 

lily: Best conductor my foot! I suppose he thinks it’s funny 
to see us leaping up and down the stage like a couple of grey-, 
hounds. 

GEORGE: If you’re a greyhound I’m Fred Astaire. 
lily: Oh, you’re Fred Astaire all right, with a bit of Pavlova 
thrown in—you’re wonderful, you are—there’s nothing you 
can’t do, except behave like a gentleman. 

GEORGE: Oh, so you expect me to behave like a gentleman, 
do you? That’s a good one, coming from you. 
lily: Oh, shut up, you make me tired. 

GEORGE: I make you tired! I suppose it was me that mucked 
up the exit—I suppose it was me that dropped me bloody tele¬ 
scope! 

LILY [heated^'. Now look here, George Pepper- 

GEORGE: Stop George Peppering me—why can’t you admit it 
when you’re in the wrong?—^You mucked up the exit—nobody 
else did—you did! 

lily: Well, what if I did? It was an accident, wasn’t it? I 
didn’t do it on purpose. 

GEORGE: It doesn’t matter how you did it or why you did it, 
you did it. 

LILY \scr€aming\\ All right, I did it! 

GEORGE \triiimphantly'\i Well, don’t do it again. 

There is a knocl^ on the door, 

LILY : Who is it ? 

ALF [outside\'. Me, Alf. 
lily: All right, come in. 

ALF, the callboy, enters. Me is laden with the peppers’ dis’- 
carded evening suits, sil\ hats and canes. Me plumps them 
down. 

alf: There! 

GEORGE: Thanks. [Me gets some money out of his coat pocl^et^ 
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Here, tell Fred to pop out and get me twenty Players* and a 
large Guinness. 

lily: Why can’t you wait and have it with your steak? 

GEORGE: You mind yours and I’ll mind mine. 

alf: You’ll have to wait until Mabel Grace is finished. 

lily; She’s been finished for years as far as I’m concerned. 

GEORGE: What’s the matter with Mabel Grace? 

lily: Ask the public, dear, just ask the public. 

ALF \about to leav€\i Same as usual, I suppose, between the 
houses? 

GEORGE: Yes, and tell ’em not to forget the salt, like they did 
last night. 
alf: Righto. 

ALF goes out. 

LILY starts to pac\ various things into a large hamper which 
has emblazoned on it in large blac\ letters: *‘The Red Peppers^ 
GEORGE: What did you want to say that about Mabel Grace for 
in front of him? 

LILY [grandly]: It happens to be my opinion. 

GEORGE: W^ell, in future you’d better keep your opinions to 
yourself in front of strangers, 

LILY [mumbling]'. If you’re so fond of Mabel Grace I wonder 
you don’t go and ask her for her autograph—she’d drop dead 
if you did—I bet nobody’s asked her for one since Trelawney 
of the Wells. 

GEORGE: Mabel Grace is an artist and don’t you forget it—she 
may be a bit long in the tooth now but she’s a bigger star 
than you’ll ever be, so there! 

lily: You make me sick, sucking up to the topliners. 

GEORGE: Who sucks up to the topliners? 
lily: You do—look at Irene Baker! 

GEORGE: What’s the matter with Irene Baker? 
lily: When last heard from she was falling down drunk at 
the Empire, Hartlepool. 
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GEORGE: That’s a dirty lie, Irene never touches a drop till after 
the show and well you know it. 

LILY [conteTnptuously'\\ Irene 1 It was Miss Baker this and 
Miss Baker that, the last time you saw her. 

GEORGE: That’s all you know. 

lily: Trying to make me think you got off with her, eh.^ 
What a chance! 

GEORGE: Oh, shut up nagging! 

LILY \mutt€ring\': Irene- 1 

GEORGE: I£ a day ever dawns when you can time your laughs 
like Irene Baker does. I’ll give you a nice red apple! 

lily: Time my laughs! That’s funny. Fat lot of laughs I get 
when you write the gags, 

GEORGE \^grandly\ : If you’re dissatisfied with your material 
you know what you can do with it. 

lily: I know what I’d like to do with it. 

GEORGE: You can’t even do a straight walk off without balling 
it up. 

lily: Oh, we’re back at that again, are we? 

GEORGE: Yes we are, so there! 

LILY \coming over to him\x Now look here, just you listen 
to me for a minute. . . . 

GEORGE: I’ve been listening to you for fifteen years, one more 
minute won’t hurt. 

lily: I’ve had about enough of this. I’m sick of you and the 
whole act. It’s lousy, anyway. 

GEORGE: The act was good enough for my Mum and Dad and 
it’s good enough for you. 

LILY [with heavy sarcasm]: Times have changed a bit since 
your Mum and Dad’s day, you know. There’s electric light now 
and telephones and a little invention called Moving Pictures, 
Nobody wants to see the “Red Peppers” for three bob when 
they can see Garbo for ninepence! 

GEORGE: That’s just where you’re wrong, see! We’re flesh and 
blood we are—the public would rather see flesh and blood any 
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day than a cheesy photograph. Put Garbo on on a Saturday 
night in Devonport, and see what would happen to hcri 
lily: Yes, look what happened to us! 

GEORGE: That wasn’t Devonport, it was Southsea* 
lily: Well, wherever it was, the Fleet was in. 

GEORGE: If you think the act’s so lousy it’s a pity you don’t 
rewrite some of it. 

lily: Ever tried going into St. Paul’s and offering to rewrite 
the Bible? 

GEORGE: Very funny! Oh, very funny indeed! You’re wasted 
in the Show Business, you ought to write for Comic Cuts you 
ought. 

lily: At that I could think up better gags than you do— 
“That wasn’t a lady, that was my wife!”—“D’you mind if I 
smoke?” “I don’t care if you burn!”—hoary old chestnuts—they 
were has-beens when your grandmother fell off the high vAre. 
GEORGE: What’s my grandmother got to do with it? 
lily: She didn’t fall soon enough, that’s all. 

GEORGE [furiously]: You shut your mouth and stop hurling 
insults at my family. What were you when I married you, I 
should like to know! One of the six Moonlight Maids—dainty 
songs and dances, and no bookings! 

LILY [hotly ]: When we did get bookings we got number one 
towns which is more than your Mum and Dad ever did! 

GEORGE: ^Vho wants the number one towns, anyway? You 
can’t get a public all the year round like my Mum and Dad 
by doing a parasol dance twice a year at the Hippodrome 
Manchester! 

lily: The Moonlight Maids was just as good an act as the 
“Red Peppers” any day, and a bloody sight more refined at that! 
GEORGE: You’ve said it. That’s just what it was—refined. It was 

so refined it simpered itself out of the bill- 

lily: a bit of refinement wouldn’t do you any harm- 

GEORGE: Perhaps you’d like to change the act to “Musical 
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Moments” with me playing a flute and you sitting under a 
standard lamp with a ’cello? 

There is a }{noc\ at the door, 
lily: Who is it? 

BERT \outside~\'. Me—Bert Bentley. 

GEORGE: Come in, old man. 

LILY \under her breath\ \ Old man- 

BERT BENTLEY enters. Me is the musical director, a flashy little 
man wearing a tail suit and a white waistcoat that is none too 
clean. 

BERT \cheerfully'\\ Well, well, well, how’s tricks? 

GEORGE: Mustn’t grumble. 

bert: Anybody got a Gold Flake? 

GEORGE: Here’s a Player’s, that do? 

BERT \ta^ing one]: It’s your last? 

GEORGE: I’ve sent Fred out for some more, 

BERT: Okay—thanks. 

GEORGE: Sketch on? 

bert: Yes, the old cow’s tearing herself to shreds. 

GEORGE: It’s a pretty strong situation she’s got in that sketch 

—I watched it from the side first house on Wednesday- 

bert: She nearly got the bird second house. 
lily; Too refined, I expect. For this date. 

bert: Well, they’re liable to get a bit restless, you know, when 
she stabs herself—she takes such a hell of a time about it— 
that’s legits all over—we had Robert Haversham here a couple 
of months ago—what a make-up—stuck together with stamp 
paper he was—Robert Haversham the famous tragedian and 
company! You should have seen the company: a couple of old 
tats got up as Elizabethan pages with him doing a death 
scene in the middle of them—he died all right. 

GEORGE: Did he buy it? 

bert: He bought it—three and eightpence in coppers and a 
bottle of Kola. 

lily: Poor old man, what a shame! 
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bert: Well, what did he want to do it for? That sort of 
stuff's no good. They’re all alike—few seasons in the West 
End and they think they’re set. 

lily: Lot of hooligan^birding the poor old man. 

BERT [with slight asperity]'. This is as good a date as you can 
get, you know! 

lily: I’ve played better. 

george: Oh, dry up, Lil, for heaven’s sake! [To bert.] Sorry 
I can’t ofFer you a drink, old man, Fred hasn’t brought it yet. 

bert: That s all right, George—I’ll have one with you in be¬ 
tween the houses. By the way, don’t you think that exit of yours 
is dragging a bit? 

LILY [explosively]: Dragging? 

GEORGE: Lil thinks it was a bit too quick. 

bert: Whatever you say, it’s all the same to me. 

GEORGE: Maybe you could pe'^ it up a little. 

lily: Maybe it would be better if we did the whole act on 
skates! 

GEORGE [conciliatorily] : Bert’s quite right, you know, Lil. 

lily: I don’t know any such thing. 

bert: All right, all right, all right—there’s no need to get 
nasty> 

GEORGE: Oh, don’t take any notice of her, she don’t know 
what she’s talking about. 

lily [with overpowering sweetness]: My husband’s quite 
right, Mr. Bentley, my husband is always quite right. You don’t 
have to pay any attention to me, I don’t count—I’m only a 
feed> 

GEORGE: Oh, dry up. 

LILY [continuing] : But I should just like to' say one thing, Mr. 
Bentley, if you’ll forgive me for stepping out of my place for 
a minute, and that is, that if you take that exit any quicker at 

the second house, I shall not drop my telescope-Oh no—I 

shall sock you in the chops with it! 
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BERT: Who the hell d*you think you are, talking to me like 
that! 

GEORGE: You ought to be ashamed of yourself I 
lily: You and your orchestra—orchestra! More like a hurdy** 
gurdy and flat at that! 

bert: What’s wrong with my orchestra? 

lily: Nothing, apart from the instruments and the men 
what play ’em. 

BERT: My orchestra’s played for the best artists in the busi¬ 
ness— 

lily: Yes, but not until they were too old to care. 
bert: I didn’t come up here to be insulted by a cheap little 
comedy act. 

GEORGE \tncensed’\ \ What’s that! What’s that? What’s that? 
bert: You heard. You’re damned lucky to get this date at all! 
GEORGE: Lucky! My God, it’s a fill-in—that’s all—a fill-in! 
bert: I suppose Nervo and Knox use it as a fill-in, and Lily 
Morris and Flanagan and Allen? 

lily: They probably have friends living near. 

BERT \rna\tng a movement to go]: Before you start saucing 
me just take a look at your place on the bill—that’s all—^just 
take a look at it. 

GEORGE: We’re in the second half, anyway. 

BERT: Only because the acrobats can’t make their change. 
lily: It’s in our contract—after the interval’s in our contract. 
bert: Well, make the most of it while you’ve got it. 

GEORGE: Get the hell out of here, you twopenny-halfpenny 
little squirt—lucky for you we’ve got another show to play. 
BERT: Not so damned lucky—I’ve got to look at it. 
lily; Well, it’ll be the first time—maybe we’ll get the tempos 
right for a change! 

bert: You set your tempos Monday morning and they haven’t 
been changed since. 

lily: That’s your story, but don’t forget you were sober on 
Monday morning. 
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bert: Are you insinuating that I drink during the show? 
lily: Insinuating! That’s a laugh. I’m not insinuating, I’m 
stating a fact, I can smell it a mile off. 

BERT: What a lady! And what an artist, too—I don’t suppose! 
GEORGE: Don’t you talk in that tone to my wife. 
lily: Send for the manager, George. Send for Mr. Edwards, 
BERT: I’m the one that’s going to send for Mr. Edwards 

GEORGE: Get out of here before I crack you one- 

ALF 1{noc\s at the door. 
lily: Come in. 

ALF pushes open the door with his foot and comes in carry- 
ing a tray on which are two plates of stea\ and chips with 
other plates over them to \eep them hot, a bottle of A.i. sauce 
and three bottles of Guinness. 

alf: You’re wanted, Mr. Bentley, the sketch is nearly oven 
BERT [grimly to the peppers] : I’ll be seeing you later. 
tie goes out, slamming the door after him. 

GEORGE [after him]: Lousy son of a-Lounge Lizard. 

LILY [to alf] : Here, put it down on the hamper. 

ALF [doing so]: I’ve got the Player’s in me pocket. 

LILY [feeling for them] : All right. 

GEORGE : Come back later for the tray. 
alf: Righto. 

Me goes out. 

GEORGE: Mr. Edwards—I’ll have something to say to Mr. 
Edwards. 

lily: Lucky to play this date, are we? We’ll see about that. 
GEORGE: You were right, old girl. 
lily: What about—him? 

GEORGE: Yes—dirty little rat. 

LILY [dragging up two chairs to the hamper] : Well, we all 
make mistakes sometimes—open the Guinness, there’s a 
dear- 

GEORGE: He’s a little man, that’s his trouble, never trust a man 
with short legs—brains too near their bottoms. 
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lily: Come and sit down. 

GEORGE [opening a bottle of Guinness ']: *A1£ a mo*- 

lily: That exit was too quick, you know! 

GEORGE: All right—all right- 

They both sit down and begin to eat* 

They’ve forgotten the salt again- 

lily: No, here it is in a bit of paper- 

GEORGE: Well, thank God for that anyway- 

The lights fade on the scene. 

When the lights come up on the scene, george and lily are 
sitting at the dressing places freshening their ma\e-ups. They 
both have a glass of Guinness within reach, and they are both 
wearing the rather frowsy dressing-gowns that they had put on 
during the preceding scene. The tray, with the remains of their 
dinner on it, is on the floor beside the hamper. 

GEORGE gets up, opens the door and listens. 
lily: What’s on? 

GEORGE: The Five Farthings. 

lily: That’s the end of the first half—we’d better get a move 
on- 

GEORGE [returning to his place] : Fancy putting an act like that 

on at the end of the first half—you’d think they’d know better, 
wouldn’t you? 

lily: I wouldn’t think they’d know better about anything in 
this hole. 

GEORGE: It s a badly run house and it always has been. 

He proceeds to put on his dress shirt, collar and tie, which 

are all in one with a zipper up the bacf^. lily is doing the same 

on her side of the room. They stuff wads of Kleenex paper in 

between their collars and their nechj to prevent the make-up 
soiling their ties. 

There is a knock at the door. 
lily: Who is it? 

MR. EDWARDS [outside]'. Mr. Edwards. 

LILY [pulling on her trousers]: Just a minute - 
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GEORGE [under his breath'^': Go easy—Bert Bentley’s been at 
him. 

lily: I’ll have something to say about that. 

GEORGE: You leave it to me—I’ll do the talking. 

lily: That’ll be nice- Come in! 

MR. EDWARDS enters. He is the house manager and very re¬ 
splendent, He is smof{ing a large cigar, 

GEORGE [rising and offering him a chair'\ : Good evening, Mr. 
Edwards. 

MR. EDWARDS [disdaining ?V]: Good evening. 

LILY [amiably'^'. How’s the house.? 

MR. EDWARDS: Same as usual—full. 

GEORGE: That’s fine, isn’t it? 

MR. EDWARDS [grimly^ : I watched your act to-night, first 
house. 

GEORGE [gaily'\: There you are, Lil, what did I tell you—I had 
a sort of hunch you was out there—I said to my wife—what’s 
the betting Mr. Edwards is out front?—you know—you have a 
sort of feeling- 

lily; Went well, didn’t it? 

MR. EDWARDS: I’vc sccn things go better. 

GEORGE: We follow Betley Delavine, you know—a ballad 
singer—they always take a bit of warming up after a ballad 
singer. 

lily: I’d defy Billy Bennett to get away with it in our place 
on the bill—I’d defy him—see? 

MR. Edwards: There isn’t anything wrong with your place 
on the bill. 

george; Well, I’d be willing to make a little bet with you— 
put the Five Farthings on before us and change Betley Delavine 
to the end of the first half and see what happens I 

lily: You’d send them out to the bars and they’d stay there. 

MR. EDWARDS: I did not come here to discuss the running of 
my theatre. 

GEORGE: Oh—sorry, I’m sure, 
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MR. EDWARDS: That exit o£ yours killed the whole act. 

GEORGE: A little mishap that’s all—^anybody might drop a 
telescope- 

lily: Even a sailor. 

MR, EDWARDS: It looked terrible. 

GEORGE: The tempo was all wrong, Mr. Edwards. 

MR. EDWARDS: Sounded all right to me. 

GEORGE: Maybe it did, but we know our own numbers, you 
know. 

MR. Edwards: It didn’t look like it from the front. 

GEORGE: We’ve never had any trouble before—that exit’s 
stopped the show in every town we’ve played. 

lily: a musical director can make or mar an act, you know— 
make or mar it. 

MR. Edwards: Mr. Bentley is one of the finest musical directors 
in the business. 

lily: Then he’s wasted here, that’s all I can say. 

GEORGE \u/arningly\ \ Lily! 

lily: Well, if he*s so wonderful, why isn’t he at the Albert 
Hall—doing Hiawatha - 

MR. Edwards: I understand you had words with Mr. Bentley. 

GEORGE: We did, and we will again if he starts any of his funny 
business. 

MR. Edwards: I understand that you accused him of drinking 
during the show. 

lily: Getting quite bright, aren’t you? 

GEORGE: Shut up, Lil, leave this to me. 

MR. Edwards: Did you or did you not? 

GEORGE: Look here, who d’you think you are—coming talking 
to us like this? 

MR. Edwards: Did you or did you not accuse Mr. Bentley of 
drinking during the show? 

LILY [heatedly^'. Yes, we did, because he does, so there! 

MR. EDWARDS: That’s serious, you know— it’s slander! 

lily; I don’t care if it’s arson, it’s true! 
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MR. EDWARDS: Now look here, Mrs. Pepper, I think it only 
fair to warn you- 

lily: And I think it’s only fair to warn you that unless you 
get a better staff in this theatre and a better orchestra and a 
better musical director, you’ll find yourself a cinema inside six 
monthsi 

MR. EDWARDS: You won’t gain anything by losing your temper. 
GEORGE: And you won’t gain anything by coming round back¬ 
stage and throwing your weight about—your place is in the 
front of the house—my theatre this and my theatre that—it’s 
no more your theatre than what it is ours—you’re on a salary 
same as us, and I’ll bet it’s a damn sight less, too, and don’t you 
forget it- 

MR. EDWARDS [losing his temper ^; I’m not going to stand any 
more of this- 

lily: Oh, go and play with yourself and shut up- 

MR. EDWARDS: I’ll guarantee one thing, anyhow, you’ll never 

play this date again as long as I’m in charge- 

GEORGE: In charge of what, the Fire Brigade! 
lily: Play this date—anybody’d think it was the Palladium to 
hear you talk- 

GEORGE: You’d better be careful, Mr. Edwards—you don’t 

want a scandal like this to get around the profession- 

MR. EDWARDS: What are you talking about.? 

GEORGE: I’m talking about the way this house is run, 

MR. EDWARDS [ufor^ing up'll You mind your own business. 
lily: More than one act’s been mucked up here, you know, 

by that orchestra of yours—it’s beginning to get a name- 

MR. EDWARDS: Oh, it is, is it? 

GEORGE: They’re all over the shop—no discipline. 

lily: What can you expect with a drunk in charge of it! 

MR. EDWARDS (raising his uoice]: Look here—you stop talking 
like that or it’ll be the worse for you. 

GEORGE: His tempos are wrong and he hasn’t got any author¬ 
ity over his men- 
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lily: This date’s only a fill-in for us, you know - 

GEORGE: You ask our agents. 

MR. EDWARDS: I shall report this conversation. 

LILY: Do—report it to the Lord Mayor—if you’re sober 
enough to remember the lyrics. 

GEORGE: Shut up, Lil. 

MR. EDWARDS: I Will not Stay here and argue- 

GEORGE: You’re dead right, you won’t- 

MR. EDWARDS: You werc a flop last time you played here and 

you’ve been a flop this time and that’s enough for me- 

LILY [screaming]: Flop! What d’you mean flop! We’re a 

bigger draw than anybody on the bill- 

There is a \noc\ on the door^ 

GEORGE \lottdly\ : Come in - 

MISS MABEL GRACE enters. She is a faded ex-West End actress 
wearing a towel round her head to kjtep her hair in place, and 
an elaborate dressing-gown. 

MABEL GRACE \acidly\'. Good evening—^I’m sorry to intrude — 
but you’re making such a dreadful noise I’m quite unable to 
rest- 

MR. EDWARDS: I’m very sorry, Miss Grace- 

MABEL grace: I find it hard enough to play a big emotional 

scene twice a night in any case- 

lily: Oh, that’s an emotional scene, is it? I wondered what 
it was- 

MABEL grace: I am not accustomed to being spoken to in 

that tone, Mrs. Whatever your name is- 

lily: Pepper’s the name—Pepper—PEPPER—same as what 
you put in your soup. 

MABEL GRACE \coldly\ \ Very interesting, 

MR. Edwards: I apologise, Miss Grace. 

MABEL GRACE \^randly^ : Thank you, Mr. Edwards. 

GEORGE \in an a-ffected voiced : What you must think of us. 
Miss Grace—so common—we’re mortified, we are really—and 
you fresh from His Majesty’s. 
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lilt: Fairly fresh, 

MABEL grace: Mr. Edwards, I’m really not used to dressing- 

room brawls—I’ll leave it to you to see that there is no further 
noise- 

lily; Except for the raspberries at the end of your sketch— 

even Mr. God Almighty Edwards can’t control those- 

MABEL grace: You rc almost as vulgar off the stage as you are 
on, I congratulate you. 

lily [t/ery loudly'\ \ Vulgar, are we! I’d like to ask you some¬ 
thing. If you’re so bloody West End why the hell did you 
leave it? 

GEORGE: There’ll be an answer to that in next Sunday’s edition. 
lily: Thank you, George. 

MR. EDWARDS: Look here, you two, I’ve had about enough of 
this- 

GEORGE: You’ve had about enough, have you? What about us? 
The conversation becomes simultaneous. 

lily: You and your cigar and your shirt-front and your 

Wool worth studs! Alfred Butt with knobs on- 

GEORGE: You get out of here, you fat fool, before I throw 
you out!- 

MABEL grace: Thank you for your courtesy, Mr. Edwards- 

MR. Edwards; I’ll see you don’t play this date any more or any 
other date either- 

GEORGE: Oh, put it where the monkey put the nuts- 

lily: -—Play this date again—thank you for the rabbit—I’d 

sooner play Ryde Pier in November- 

In the middle of the pandemonium alf puts his head round 
the door. 

alf [yelling\ \ Peppers—three minutes- 

GEORGE: Good God! We’re off- 

lily \wildly\ : Get out, all of you—get out- 

GEORGE takjss MR. EDWARDS by the shoulders, and shoves him 
out of the room, mabel grace, laughing affectedly, follows him, 
LILT and GEORGE put on their wigs, powder their maf^e-ups^ 
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twea\ their ties into place, grab their hats and canes — then, 
muttering curses under their breaths, they collect their sailor 
clothes and sailor u/igs and telescopes and rush out of the room 
as the lights fade, 

"The lights come up on the curtain as the orchestra is playing 
their introduction music, 'The curtain rises on the street scene 
again. They maJ^e their entrance for the ^^dude*' number, "'Aien 
About Town'’ 


ROUTINE 

“MEN ABOUT TOWN ” (Dude Number) 

VERSE 

We’re two chaps who 
Find it thrilling 
To do the killing 
We’re always willing 
To give the girls a treat. 

Just a drink at the Ritz 

Call it double or quits 

Then we feel the world is at our feet* 

Top hats white spats 
Look divine on us. 

There’s a shine on us 

Get a line on us 

When we come your way. 

Gad! Eleven o’clock! 

Let’s pop into the Troc: 

Ere we start the business of the day. 

REFRAIN I 

As we stroll down Picc—Piccadilly 
In the bright morning air, 
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All the girls turn and stare 

We’re so nonchalant and frightfully debonair. 

When we chat to Rose, Maud or Lily 

You should see the way their boy friends frown. 

For they know without a doubt 
That their luck’s right out. 

Up against a couple of men about town- 

REFRAIN 2 

As we stroll down Picc—Piccadilly 
All the girls say “Who’s here? 

Put your hat straight, my dear. 

For it’s Marmaduke and Percy Vere de Vere.” 

As we doff hats, each pretty filly 
Gives a wink at us and then looks down 
For they long with all their might 
For a red-hot night 

When they see a couple of men about town. 

They proceed to execute a complicated tap dance, during 
u^hich BERT BENTLEY vengefully ta\€s the music faster and faster. 
"They try vainly to l^eep up ufith it, finally george slips and falls, 
whereupon lily loses her temper and flings her hat at bert 

BENTLEY. 

LILY [screaming]: You great drunken fooll 


THE CURTAIN FALLS AMID DISCORD. 
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HANDS ACROSS THE SEA 
A Light Comedy in One Scene 









CHARACTERS 


LADY MAUREEN GILPIN (Piggic) 

COlVlMANDER PETER GILPIN, R.N., hcF husbaild 

THE HON. CLARE WEDDERBURN 

LIEUT. COMMANDER ALASTAIR CORBETT, R.N. 

MAJOR GOSLING (BogCy) 

MR. WADHURST 
MRS. WADHURST 
MR. BURNHAM 
WALTERS 

The action of the play ta\€S place in the drawing-room 
of the Gilpins* fiat in London. 

Time: Present Day. 

The Scene is the drawing-room of the gilpins* fiat in London. 
The room is nicely furnished and rather untidy. There is a 
portable gramophone on one small table and a tray of cocktail 
things on another; apart from these, the furnishings can be 
left to the discretion of the producer. 

When the Curtain rises the telephone is ringing. Walters, a 
neat parlourmaid, enters and answers it. The time is about 
six p.m. 








WALTERS [at telephone\x Hallo—yes—no, her ladyship’s not 
back yet—she said she’d be in at five, so she ought to be here 
at any minute now—what name, please?—Rawlingson—Mr. and 

Mrs. Rawlingson- [S/ie scribbles on the pad.] Yes—I’ll tell 

her- 

She hangs up the receiver and goes out. There is the sound 
of voices in the hall and lady maureen gilpin enters, followed 
at a more leisurely pace by her husband, peter gilpin. maureen, 
nicknamed piggie by her intimates, is a smart, attractive woman 
in the thirties, peter is tall and sunburned and ree\s of the 
Navy. 

PIGGIE [as she comes in]i — and you can send the car back 
for me at eleven-thirty—it’s quite simple, darling, I wish you 
wouldn’t be so awfully complicated about everything- 

peter: What happens if my damned dinner goes on longer 
than that and I get stuck? 

piggie: You just get stuck, darling, and then you get unstuck 
and get a taxi- 

peter [grumbling] : I shall be in uniform, clinking with 
medals- 


piggie: If you take my advice you’ll faint dead away at eleven 
o clock and then you can come home in the car and change 
and have time for everything- 

peter: I can’t faint dead away under the nose of the C.-in-C. 

piggie: You can feel a little poorly, can’t you—anybody has 

the right to feel a little poorly- [She sees the telephone pad.] 

My GodI t' t \ 

peter: What is it? 
piggie: The Rawlingsons. 
peter; Who the hell are they? 
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PiGGi£: I’d forgotten all about them—I must get Maud at 

once- [She sits at the telephone and dials a number^ 

peter: Who are the Rawlingsons? 

piggie: Maud and I stayed with them in Samolo, I told you 
about it, that time when we had to make a forced landing— 

they practically saved our lives- [At telephone^ Hullo— 

Maud—darling, the Rawlingsons are on us—what—the RAW¬ 
LINGSONS—yes—^I asked them to-day and forgot all about 
it—you must come at once—but, darling, you must —Oh, dear— 
no, no, that was the Frobishers, these are the ones we stayed 
with—mother and father and daughter—you must remember— 

pretty girl with bad legs- No—they didn’t have a son—we 

swore we’d give them a lovely time when they came home on 
leave—I know they didn’t have a son, that was those other 

people in Penang-Oh, all right—you’ll have to do something, 

about them, though—let me ask them to lunch with you 

to-morrow—all right—one-thirty—I’ll tell them- [She hangs 

upJ] —she can’t come- 

peter: You might have warned me that a lot of Colonial 

strangers were coming trumpeting into the house- 

piggie: I tell you I’d forgotten- 

peter; That world trip was a grave mistake- 

piggie: Who can I get that’s celebrated—to give them a thrill? 
peter: Why do they have to have a thrill? 

piggie: ril get Clare, anyway- [She dials another number,'\ 

peter: She’ll frighten them to death. 

piggie: Couldn’t you change early and come in your uniform? 

That would be better than nothing- 

peter: Perhaps they’d like to watch me having my bath! 
PIGGIE [at telephone'] : I want to speak to Mrs. Wedderburn, 
please—yes- [To peter.] I do wish you’d be a little help¬ 
ful- [At telephone^ Clare?—this is Piggie—I want you to 

come round at once and help me with the Rawlingsons—no, I 

know you haven’t, but that doesn’t matter- Mother, father 

and daughter—very sweet—they were divine to us in the East— 
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I’m repaying hospitality—Maud’s having them to lunch to¬ 
morrow and Peter’s going to take them round the dockyard_ 

peter: I’m not going to do any such thing- 

piggie: Shut up, I just thought of that and it’s a very good 

idea- [At telephone.^ All right, darling—as soon as you 

can - [She hangs up'\ —I must go and change - 

peter: You know perfectly well I haven’t time to take mothers 

and fathers and daughters with bad legs round the dockyard_ 

piggie: It wouldn’t take a minute, they took us all over their 
rubber plantation. 

peter: It probably served you right. 

piggie: You’re so disobliging, darling, you really should try 
to conquer it—it’s something to do with being English, I think 
—as a race I’m ashamed of us—no sense of hospitality—the 
least we can do when people are kind to us in far-off places is 
to be a little gracious in return. 

. peter: They weren’t kind to me in far-off places. 

piggie: You know there’s a certain grudging, sullen streak 
in your character—I’ve been very worried about it lately—it’s 
spreading like a forest fire- 

peter: Why don’t you have them down for the week-end? 

piggie: Don’t be so idiotic, how can I possibly? There’s no 

room to start with and even if there were they’d be utterly 
wretched- 

peter: I don’t see why. 

piggie: They wouldn’t know anybody—they probably wouldn’t 
have the right clothes—they’d keep on huddling about in 
uneasy little groups- 

peter; The amount of uneasy little groups that three people 
can huddle about in is negligible. 

ALASTAiR CORBETT sauntcTs into the room. He is good-looking 
and also distinctly "Naval in tone, 
ally: Hallo, chaps. 

piggie; Ally, darling—^how lovely—we’re in trouble—Peter’ll 
tell you all about it- 
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*rhe telephone rings and she goes to it» The following con¬ 
versations occur simultaneously. 
ally: What trouble? 
peter: More of Piggie’s beach friends. 
ally: Let’s have a drink. 
peter: Cocktail? 

ally: No, a long one, whisky and soda. 

PETER \going to drinks table'll All right, 
ally: What beach friends? 

peter: People Maud and Piggie picked up in the East. 
piGGiE [at *phoneli Hullo!—Yes—Robert, dear—how lovely! 
[To others.l It’s Robert, 

ally: Piggie ought to stay at home more. 

PIGGIE [on 'phone]: W^here are you? 
peter: That’s what I say! 

PIGGIE [on 'phone]: Oh, what a shame!—No—Peter’s going 
to sea on Thursday—^I’m going down on Saturday. 

ally: Rubber, I expect—everybody in the East’s rubber. 
PIGGIE [on 'phone]: No—nobody particular—just Clare and 
Bogey and I think Pops; but he thinks he’s got an ulcer or 
something and might not be able to come. 

peter: We thought you might be a real friend and take them 
over the dockyard. 

ally: What on earth for? 
peter: Give them a thrill. 

PIGGIE [on 'phone]: All right—^I’ll expect you—no, I don’t 
think it can be a very big one—he looks as bright as a button. 
ally: Why don’t you take them over the dockyard? 
peter: I shall be at sea, Thursday onwards—exercises! 

PIGGIE [on 'phone] : No, darling, what is the use of having 
her—she only depresses you—oh—all right! [Hangs up.] Oh, 
dear- 

peter: It’s quite easy for you—you can give them lunch on 
board. 

ally: We’re in dry dock. 
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peter: They won’t mind. [To piggie.] What is it? 
piggie: Robert—plunged in gloom—he’s got to do a course 
at Greenwich—he ran into a tram in Devonport—and he’s had 
a row with Molly—he wants me to have her for the week-end 
so that they can make it up all over everybody. Have you told 
Ally about the Rawlingsons? 

peter; Yes, he’s taking them over the dockyard, lunching 
them on board and then he’s going to show them a sub¬ 
marine— 

piggie: Marvellous! You’re an angel. Ally—I must take off 

these clothes, I’m going mad- 

She goes out of the room at a run. 

There is the sound of the front^door bell. 

peter: Let’s go into my room—I can show you the plans- 

ally: Already? They’ve been pretty quick with them. 
peter: I made a few alterations—there wasn’t enough deck 
space—she ought to be ready by October, I shall have her sent 

straight out to Malta- 

ally: Come on, we shall be caught- 

They go off on the left as Walters ushers in mr. and mrs. 
WADHURST on the right. 

The WADHURSTS are pleasant, middle-aged people, their man¬ 
ner is a trifle timorous. 

Walters: Her ladyship is changing. I’ll tell her you are here. 
MRS. wadhurst: Thank you. 

MR. wadhurst: Thank you very much. 

WALTERS goes OUt. 

The WADHURSTS lool^ round the room. 

MRS. wadhurst: It’s a very nice flat. 

MR. wadhurst: Yes—yes, it is. 

MRS. wadhurst [scrutinising a photograph'^ : That must be 
him. 

MR. wadhurst : Who ? 

MRS. wadhurst: The Commander. 

MR. wadhurst: Yes—I expect it is. 
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MRS. wadhurst: Sailors always have such nice open faces, 
don’t they? 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, I suppose so. 

MRS. wadhurst: Clean-cut and look you straight in the eye— 
I like men who look you straight in the eye. 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, it’s very nice. 

MRS. wadhurst [at another photograph^'. This must be her 
sister—I recognise her from the Tatler —look—she was Lady 
Hurstley, you know, then she was Lady Macfadden and I don’t 
know who she is now, 

MR. wadhurst: Neither do I. 

MRS. wadhurst: What a dear little boy—such a sturdy little 
fellow—look at the way he’s holding his engine. 

MR. wadhurst: Is that his engine? 

MRS. wadhurst: He has rather a look of Donald Hotchkiss, 
don’t you think? 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, dear. 

MRS. wadhurst: I must say they have very nice things—oh, 
dear, how lovely to be well off—I must write to the Brostows 
by the next mail and tell them all about it, 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, you must. 

MRS. wadhurst: Don’t you think we’d better sit down? 

MR. wadhurst: Why not? 

MRS. wadhurst: You sit in that chair and I’ll sit on the sofa. 

She sits on the sofa. Me sits on the chair. 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, dear. 

MRS. wadhurst: I wish you wouldn’t look quite so uncom¬ 
fortable, Fred, there’s nothing to be uncomfortable about. 

MR. wadhurst: She does expect us, doesn’t she? 

MRS. wadhurst: Of course, I talked to her myself on the 
telephone last Wednesday, she was perfectly charming and said 
that we were to come without fail and that it would be divine. 

MR. wadhurst: I still feel we should have telephoned again 
just to remind her. People are always awfully busy in London. 
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MRS. wadhurst: I do hope Lady Dalborough will be here, 
too—I should like to see her again—she was so nice. 

MR. wadhurst: She was the other one, wasn’t she? 

MRS. wadhurst \irritably\ : What do you mean, the other one? 
MR. wadhurst: I mean not this one. 

MRS. wadhurst: She’s the niece o£ the Duke of Frensham, her 
mother was Lady Merrit, she was a great traveller too—I 
believe she went right across the Sahara dressed as an Arab. In 
those days that was a very dangerous thing to do. 

MR. wadhurst: I shouldn’t think it was any too safe now. 
WALTERS enters and ushers in mr. burnham, a nondescript 
young man carrying a longish roll of cardboard, 

WALTERS: I’ll tell the Commander you’re here. 

MR. burnham: Thanks—thanks very much. 

WALTERS goes OUt, 

MRS. WADHURST [after a slightly awkward silence'^'. How do 
you do? 

MR. burnham : How do you do ? 

MRS. wadhurst [with poise'll This is my husband. 

MR. burnham : How do you do ? 

MR, wadhurst: How do you do? 

They shake hands, 

MRS. wadhurst [vivaciouslyl : Isn’t this a charming room—so— 
so lived in. 

MR. burnham: Yes. 

MR. wadhurst: Are you in the Navy, too? 

MR. burnham: No. 

MRS. wadhurst [perseueringl'. It’s so nice to be home again— 
we come from Malaya, you know. 

MR. burnham: Oh—Malaya. 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes, Lady Maureen and Lady Dalborough 
visited us there—my husband has a rubber plantation up- 
country—there’s been a terrible slump, of course, but we’re 
trying to keep our heads above water—aren’t we, Fred? 

MR. wadhurst: Yes, dear, we certainly are. 
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MRS. wadhurst: Have you ever been to the East? 

MR. BURNHAM I No. 

MRS, wadhurst: It’s very interesting really, although the 
climate’s rather trying until you get used to it, and o£ course 
the one thing we do miss is the theatre- 

MR. BURNHAM: Yes—of coursc. 

MRS. wadhurst: There’s nothing my husband and I enjoy so 
much as a good play, is there, Fred? 

MR. wadhurst: Nothing. 

MRS. wadhurst: And all we get is films, and they’re generally 

pretty old by the time they come out to us- [She laughs 

gaily.l 

MR. wadhurst: Do you go to the theatre much? 

MR. BURNHAM : No. 

There is silence which is broken by the telephone ringings 
Everybody jumps, 

MRS. wadhurst; Oh, dear—do you think we ought to 
answer it? 

MR. wadhurst: I don’t know. 

The telephone continues to ring, glare \vedderburn comes in. 
She is middle-aged, well-dressed and rather gru§. She is fol¬ 
lowed by “bogey” gosling, a Major in the Marines, a good- 
looking man in the thirties. 

glare; Hallo—where’s the old girl? 

MRS. wadhurst [nervously]: I—er, I’m afraid I- 

CLARE [going to the telephone]'. Mix a cocktail. Bogey— 

I’m a stretcher case- [At telephone.] Hallo—no, it’s me— 

Clare-God knows, dear—shall I tell her to call you back?— 

all right—no, it was bloody, darling—a gloomy dinner at the 
Embassy, then the worst play I’ve ever sat through and then 
the Cafe de Paris and that aw^ul man who does things with a 
duck—I’ve already seen him six times, darling—oh, you know, 
he pinches its behind and it quacks Land of Hope and Glory— 
I don’t know whether it hurts it or not—I minded at first but 
I’m past caring now, after all, it’s not like performing dogs, I 
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mind about performing dogs terribly—all right—^good-bye- 

{She hangs up and turns to mrs. wadhurst.] Ducks are pretty 
bloody anyway, don’t you think? 

MRS. wadhurst: I don’t know very much about them. 

CLARE; The man swears it’s genuine talent, but I think it’s 
the little nip that does it. 

MRS. wadhurst; It sounds rather cruel. 

glare; It’s a gloomy form of entertainment anyhow, par¬ 
ticularly as I’ve always hated Land of Hope and Glory- 

bogey: Cocktail? 

CLARE \ta\ing off her hat^x Thank God! 

BOGEY hands round coc\tails, the wadhursts and mr. burnham 
accept them and sip them in silence, 
bogey: I suppose Piggie’s in the bath. 

CLARE: Go and rout her out. 
bogey: Wait till I’ve had a drink. 

CLARE [to MRS. WADHURST] : Is PctcT homc OT is hc Still darting 
about the Solent? 

MRS. wadhurst: I’m afraid I couldn’t say—you see- 

bogey: I saw him last night with Janet- 

CLARE: Hasn’t she had her baby yet? 
bogey: She hadn’t last night. 

CLARE: That damned baby’s been hanging over us all for 
months- 

The telephone rings —glare answers it, 

[At telephone.^ Hallo—yes—hallo, darling—no, it’s Clare—yes, 

he’s here- No, I really couldn’t face it—yes, if I were likely 

to go to India I’d come, but I’m not likely to go to India-I 

think Rajahs bumble up a house-party so terribly—yes, I know 
he's different, but the other one’s awful—Angela had an agonis¬ 
ing time with him—all the dining-room chairs had to be 
changed because they were leather and his religion prevented 
him sitting on them—all the dogs had to be kept out of the 
house because they were unclean, which God knows was true 
of the Bedlington, but the other ones were clean as whistles— 
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and then to round everything off he took Laura Merstham in 
his car and made passes at her all the way to Newmarket—all 

right, darling—here he is- [To bogey] It*s Nina, she wants 

to talk to you- 

She hands the telephone to bogey, who reaches for it and 
lifts the wire so that it just misses mrs. wadhurst’s hat. It isn’t 
quite long enough so he has to bend down to spea\ with his 
face practically touching her. 

BOGEY [at telephone^ : Hallo, Nin- I can’t on Wednesday, 

I’ve got a Guest Night—it’s a hell of a long way, it’d take 
hours- 

piGGiE comes in with a rush. 
piggie: I am so sorry- 

CLARE: Shhhl 

bogey: Shut up, I can’t hear- 

PIGGIE [in a shrill whisp€r'\ : Who is it ? 
glare: Nina. 

BOGEY [at telephone^. Well, you can tell George to leave it 
for me—and I can pick it up. 

piggie: How lovely to see you again! 

BOGEY [at telephone'll No, I shan’t be leaving till about ten, so 

if he leaves it by nine-thirty I’ll get it ail right- 

piggie: My husband will be here in a minute—^he has to go to 
sea on Thursday, but he’s arranged for you to be taken over 

the dockyard at Portsmouth- 

BOGEY [at telephone^ : Give the old boy a crack on the jaw. 
piggie: It’s the most thrilling thing in the world. You see how 
the torpedoes are made—millions of little wheels inside, all 
clicking away like mad—and they cost thousands of pounds 
each- 

BOGEY [at telephone^ : No, I saw her last night—not yet, but 

at any moment now—I should think-All right- Call me 

at Chatham—if I can get away I shall have to bring Mickey, 
too- 

piggie: How much do torpedoes cost each, Clare? 
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CLARE: God knows, darling—something fantastic—ask 

Bogey- 

piggie: Bogey- 

bogey: What? 

piggie: How much do torpedoes cost each? 
bogey: What? — [at telephone] — wait a minute, Piggie’s yelling 
at me- 

piggie: Torpedoes- [She ma^es a descriptive gesture.] 

bogey: Oh, thousands and thousands—terribly expensive 

things—ask Peter- [At telephone.] —If I do bring him you’ll 

have to be frightfully nice to him, he’s been on the verge of 
suicide for weeks-- 

piggie: Don’t let her go, I must talk to her- 

bogey [at telephone]-. Hold on a minute, Piggie wants to talk 

to you—all right—I’ll let you know—here she is- 

PIGGIE leans over the sofa and ta\es the telephone from bogey, 
who steps over the wire and stumbles over mrs. wadhurst. 

bogey: I’m most awfully sorry- 

MRS. wadhurst: Not at all- 

PIGGIE [to MRS. wadhurst] : It’s SO lovely you being in Eng¬ 
land- [At telephone.] Darling—^what was the meaning of 

that sinister little invitation you sent me? 
bogey: You know what Mickey is. 

PIGGIE [at telephone]'. No, dear, I really can’t—I always get 
so agitated- 

CLARE: Why does he go on like that? It’s so tiresome. 

PIGGIE [at telephone]'. I’ll come if Clare will - glare.] 

Are you going to Nina’s Indian ding-dong? 

CLARE*. Not without an anaesthetic. 

PIGGIE [at telephone]'. She’s moaning a bit, but I’ll persuade 
her—what happens after dinner?—the man with the duck from 

the Cafe de Paris- [To the room in general.] She’s got that 

sweet duck from the Cafe de Paris- 

CLARE: Give me another cocktail, Bogey, I want to get so 
drunk that I just can’t hear any more- 
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PiGGiE [at telephone^ : But, darling, do you think it’s quite 
wise —I mean Maharajahs are terribly touchy and there’s prob¬ 
ably something in their religion about ducks being mortal sin 
or something—you know how difficult they are about cows and 
pigs—^just a minute— [To the wadhursts.] You can tell us, of 
course- 

MR. wadhurst: I beg your pardon,? 

PIGGIE : Do Indians mind ducks? 

MR. wadhurst: I—I don’t think so — - 

bogey: Do you come from India? 

MRS. wadhurst: No, Malaya. 

PIGGIE; It’s the same sort of thing, though, isn’t it?—if they 
don’t mind them in Malaya it’s unlikely that they’d mind 

them in India- [At telephone^ It’ll probably be all right, 

but you’d better get Douglas Byng as a standby. 

glare: There might be something in their religion about 
Douglas Byng. 

PIGGIE: Shh! [At telephone^ Everyone’s making such a noise! 
The room’s full of the most frightful people. Darling, it defi¬ 
nitely is Waterloo Station- No, I’m almost sure he can’t— 

he’s going to sea on Thursday—don’t be silly, dear, you can’t 
be in the Navy without going to sea sometimes - 

PETER enters, jallowed by ally. 

[At telephone,^ Here he is now, you can ask him yourself- 

[To PETER.] Peter, it’s Nina, she wants to talk to you- [To 

the WADHURSTS.] This is my husband and Commander Corbett-— 
he’s been longing to meet you and thank you for being so 
sweet to us—I told him all about your heavenly house and the 
plantation- 

MRS. WADHURST [bridling — to ally]: It was most delightful, I 
assure you, to have Lady Maureen with us- 

PIGGIE : Not him, him—that’s the wrong one- 

MRS. wadhurst: Oh, I’m sorry- 

PETER [shading hands with mrs. wadhurst] : It was so kind of 
you—my wife has talked of nothing else- 
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piGGiE \grabbing him]: Here—^Nina’s yelling like a ban¬ 
shee— 

peter: Excuse me. [He takes the telephone,] Hallo, Nin— 

what for?-No, I can’t, but Piggie probably can- [To pig- 

GiE.] Can you go to Nina’s party for the Rajahs? 
piggie: We’ve been through all that- 

peter; All right—I didn’t know- [At telephone.] No, I 

shall be at sea for about three days—it isn’t tiresome at all, I 
like it- 

PIGGIE [to MRS. wadhurst] : How’s your daughter? 

MRS. wadhurst [surprised] : She’s a little better, thank you. 
piggie: Oh, has she been ill? I’m so sorry. 

MR. wadhurst [gently] : She’s been ill for five years. 

PIGGIE [puzzled] : How dreadful for you—are you happy 
with that cocktail, or would you rather have tea? 

MRS. wadhurst: This is delicious, thank you. 

PETER [at telephone] : I honestly can’t do anything about that, 
Nina, you might be able to find out from the Admiral—well, 
if his mother was mad too that is an extenuating circumstance 

—he’ll probably be sent home- [To glare.] Did you know 

that Freda Bathurst had once been in an asylum? 
glare: No, but it explains a lot. 
piggie: Why? 

peter: Her son went mad in Hong Kong. 
glare: What did he do? 

peter; I don’t know, but Nina’s in a state about it. 

piggie: I don’t see what it’s got to do with Nina- 

peter: He’s a relation of some sort- [At telephone.] What 

did he do, Nina? Oh Oh, I see Oh—well, he’ll cer¬ 
tainly be sent home and a good job too, we can’t have that 

sort of thing in the Service-If I were you I’d keep well out 

of it—all right- Good-bye. [He hangs up,] 

piggie: What was it? 

peter: I couldn’t possibly tell you. 

piggie; Poor boy, I expect the climate had something to do 
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with it—the climate’s awful in Hong Kong—look at poor old 
Wally Smythe- 

ALLY [io the WADHURSTs] : Did you ever know Wally Smythe? 

MRS. wadhurst: No, I’m afraid not. 

CLARE: You didn’t miss much. 

piggie: I adored Wally, he was a darling. 

glare: He kept on having fights all the time—I do hate 
people hitting people- [To mrs. wadhurst.] Don’t you? 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes. 

There is suddenly complete silence — piggie breads it with 
an effort, 

PIGGIE [vivaciously to the wadhursts]: Maud was so fright¬ 
fully sorry that she couldn’t come to-day—she’s pining to see 
you again and she asked me to ask you if you’d lunch there to¬ 
morrow? 

MRS. wadhurst: How very kind of her. 

piggie: She’s got a divine little house hidden away in a mews, 

it’s frightfully difficult to find- [The telephone rings,\ I’ve 

got millions of questions I want to ask you, what happened to 

that darling old native who did a dance with a sword?- 

[At telephone.\ Hallo— [Continuing to everyone in general.^ 
It was the most exciting thing I’ve ever seen, all the villagers sat 

round in torchlight and they beat- [At telephone,^ Hallo— 

yes, speaking- [Continuing^ beat drums and the- [At 

telephone'\ hallo—darling, I’d no idea you were back- [to 

everybody] and the old man tore himself to shreds in the mid¬ 
dle, it was marvellous- [At telephone.] I can’t believe it, 

where are you speaking from?-My dear, your notl - [To 

everybody.] It’s Boodie, she got back last night and she’s stay¬ 
ing with Norman- 

glare: Is Phyllis there? 

PIGGIE [at telephone]". Is Phyllis there?- She’s away?- 

[To CLARE.] She’s away. 

PETER [to MR. wadhurst] : That’s the best joke I ever heard. 

glare: It’s made my entire season that’s all, it’s just made it. 
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piGGiE [ai telephone^'. You’d better come and dine to-night— 

I’m on a diet, so there’s only spinach, but we can talk- 

Yes, she’s here—absolutely worn out—we all are-Oh yes, it 

was pretty grim, it started all right and everything was going 
beautifully when Vera arrived, unasked, my dear, and more 
determined than Hitler—of course there was the most awful 
scene—^Alice flounced upstairs with tears cascading down her 

face and locked herself in the cook’s bedroom-- Clare tried 

to save the situation by dragging Lady Borrowdale on to the 
terrace- 

CLARE [sibilantly^ : That was afteru/ards! - 

PIGGIE [at telephone^:. Anyhow hell broke loose— you can 
imagine—Janet was there, of course, and we were all worried 
about her—no, it hasn’t arrived yet, but the odds are mount- 
ing- [To everybody.^ She hasn’t had it yet, has she, Peter? 

peter: If she has it was born in the gramophone department 
at Harrods—I left her there at four-thirty-* 

PIGGIE [at telephone'^ : No, it’s still what’s known as on the 
way—I’ll expect you about eight-thirty—I’ve got to do my feet 

and then I’m going to relax—all right—yes, she’s here- [To 

CLARE.] Here, Clare, she wants to talk to you- 

CLARE in order to reach the telephone comfortably has to 
kneel on the sofa. 

CLARE: Excuse me. 

MRS. wadhurst: I’m so sorry. 

CLARE [at telephone^'. Darling—I’m dead with surprise- 

PIGGIE [to MRS. wadhurst] : Now you must tell me some 
more- 

MRS. wadhurst: Well, really, I don’t- 

glare: Shhh!—I can’t hear a word- [At telephone.'\ He 

what?—When?- He must be raving- 

PIGGIE [in a harsh t4/hisper '\: Have you still got that sweet 
dog? 

MRS. WADHURST [olso u/hispering\i Yes, we’ve still got Ru¬ 
dolph. 
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PIGGIE [to everybody^'. Rudolph’s an angel, I can never tell 
you how divine he was—he used to come in every morning with 

my breakfast tray and jump on to the bed- 

MRS. WADHURST [horrified'[ : Oh, you never told me that, how 
very naughty of him—^he’s very seldom allowed in the house at 
all- 

PIGGIE [puzzled^: But—but-- 

MR. WADHURST : Perhaps you’re thinking of some other dog. 

Lady Maureen—Rudolph is a Great Dane- 

PIGGIE [bewildered^ : Oh, yes, of course, how idiotic of me- 

CLARE [at telephone^ : —Well, all I can say is she ought to be 
deported—you can’t go about making scenes like that, it’s so 
lacking in everything—all right, darling—call me in the morn¬ 
ing—I’ve got a hairdresser in the afternoon, why don’t you 

make an appointment at the same time.?—lovely-Good-bye. 

[S/te hangs up,'\ 

PIGGIE: Do sit down, Clare, and stop climbing about over 
everybody. [To mrs. wadhurst.] You must forgive me—this 

is a mad-house—it’s always like this—I can’t think why- 

CLARE [in a whisper to peter, having noticed mr. burnham]: 
Why’s that man got a roll of music, is he going to sing? 

PETER [also in a whisper\ : I don’t know — he ought by rights 

to be a lovely girl of sixteen- 

MRS. wadhurst: Have you been in London for the whole 
season ? 

PIGGIE : Yes, it’s been absolutely frightful, but my husband is 

getting leave soon, so we shall be able to pop off somewhere- 

ALLY [to MR. wadhurst] I I suppose youVc never run across 
a chap in Burma called Beckwith? 

MR. wadhurst: No, I’ve never been to Burma. 

ally: He’s in rubber too, I believe—or tea—he’s very amusing. 

MRS. wadhurst [to piggie] : We did hope you’d come and 

lunch with us one day—but I expect you’re terribly busy- 

piggie: My dear, I’d worship it- [The telephone rings.] 

Oh really, this telephone never stops for one minute- [y4t 

[ ^^4] 



HANDS ACROSS THE SEA 


telephone^ Hallo—yes, speaking- Who?— Mrs. Rawling- 

son-Oh, yes, yes, yes- [5^^ hands the telephone to mrs. 

WADHURST.] Here—it’s for you- 

MRS. WADHURST {ustonished^x For me? How very curious- 

piggie: Give me a cocktail. Bogey—I haven’t had one at all 
yet and I’m exhausted- 

MRS. WADHURST [<2/ telephone^'. Hallo—what—who? — I’m 

afraid I don’t quite understand- 

BOGEY [gwing PIGGIE a coc}{taiV\ : Here you are—it’s a bit 
weak- 

MRS. WADHURST \still floundering^ : —I think there must be 

some mistake—just a moment- [To piggie.] It’s for you. 

Lady Maureen—a Mrs. Rawlingson- 

piggie [laughing^ : Now isn’t that the most extraordinary co¬ 
incidence- [She tahes the telephone,^ —Hallo—yes—speak¬ 
ing- [She listens and her face changes,^ —Oh yes, of course, 

how stupid of me- [She loo\s hurriedly at the wadhursts, 

then at peter.] I’m so awfully sorry, I only just came in- 

Oh, what a shame—no, no, no, it doesn’t matter a bit- 

No—indeed you must call me up the first moment he gets over 

it-Yes—I expect it was—yes-Good-bye. 

She slowly hangs up the receiver, looking at the wadhursts in 
complete bewilderment. She makes a sign to peter over mrs. 
wadhurst’s shoulder, but he only shakes his head, 

PIGGIE [brightly, but with intense meaning^'. That was Mrs. 
Rawlingson. 
peter; Good God I 

PIGGIE [with purpose, sitting next to mrs. wadhurst] : Did you 
ever meet the Rawlingsons out East? 

MRS. wadhurst: No—I don’t know them. 

piggie: Maud and I stayed with them too, you know. 

MRS. wadhurst: Where? 

piggie: It was in Malaya somewhere, I think—I do get so 
muddled. 
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MRS. wadhurst: I think we should have heard of them if they 
lived in Malaya. 

PETER meanwhile has gone to the piano and started to strum 
idly—he begins to hum lightly at the same time. 

PETER [humming to a waltz refrain, slightly indistinctly, but 
clearly enough for piggie to hear^i If these are not them who 
are they? Who are they? Who are they? 

PIGGIE rises and saunters over to the piano. 

piggie: Play the other bit, dear, out of the second act- 

[She hums] —you know—“I haven’t the faintest idea- Oh 

no—I haven’t the faintest idea.” 

PETER [changing tempo] : “Under the light of the moon, dear 
—you’d better find out pretty soon, dear.” 

CLARE: What on earth’s that out of? 

piggie: Don’t be silly, Clare—all I ask is that you shouldn’t be 
silly ! 

CLARE [understanding] : Oh yes—I see. 

There is silence except for peter’s playing—everyone loo\s 
covertly at the wadhursts. piggie goes over to mr. wadhurst. 

piggie [with determination]'. What ship did you come home 
in? 

MR. wadhurst: The Naldera. 

ally: P & O? 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes. 

piggie; I suppose you got on at Singapore? 

MR. wadhurst: No, Penang. 

piggie [the light breal^ing]: Penangl Of course, Penang. 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes, we have some friends there, so we went 
by train from Singapore and stayed with them for a couple of 
days before catching the boat. 

piggie [sun\ again] : Oh yes—yes, I see. 

peter [at piano, humming to march time] : “When you hear 
those drums rat-a-plan—rat-a-plan—find out the name of the 

place if you can—la la la la la la la la- 
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piGGiE \perscvering\ \ How far is your house from the sea? 

Maud and I were arguing about it for hours the other day- 

MR. wadhurst; It’s right on the sea. 

PIGGIE: That’s exactly what I said, but you know Maud’s so 

vague—she never remembers a thing- 

CLARE: I suppose it’s hell hot all the year round where you 
are? 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes, the climate is a little trying, but one gets 
used to it. 

bogey: Are you far from Kuala Lumpur? 

MRS. wadhurst: Yes, a long way. 

bogey: Oh, I knew some people in Kuala Lumpur once. 

MR. wadhurst: What were their names? 

bogey: Damn it, I’ve forgotten—something like Harrison- 

PIGGIE \helpfully\ \ Morrison? 
ally: Williamson? 
peter: Lightfoot? 
bogey: No, it’s gone- 

PIGGIE ^irritably ^: Never mind—it couldn’t matter less really, 
could it? 

MRS. wadhurst [rising] : I’m afraid we must really go now. 
Lady Maureen- 

PIGGIE: Oh no—please- 

MRS. wadhurst: We have to dress because we’re dining and 
going to the theatre—that’s the one thing we do miss dread¬ 
fully in Pendarla—the theatre- 

CLARE: We miss it a good deal here, too. 

PIGGIE [remembering everything]'. Pendarla—oh dear, what a 
long way away it seems—dear Mrs. Wadhurst— [She shoots a 
triumphant glance at peter] —it’s been so lovely having this little 
peep at you—you and Mr. W^adhurst must come and dine 

quietly one night and we’ll go to another theatre- 

MRS. wadhurst: That would be delightful—Fred- 

MR. wadhurst; Good-bye. 
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piggie: Peter—come and say good-bye to Mr. and Mrs. Wad- 
hurst. 

PETER [coming over and shading hands\ : Good-bye—I can 
never tell you how grateful I am to you for having been so 

kind and hospitable to my wife- 

MRS. wadhurst: Next time, I hope you’ll come and call on 
us too. 

peter: I should love to. 

MRS. wadhurst: Good-bye. 
glare: Good-bye- 

'Everybody says good-bye and shades hands, peter opens the 
door for the wadhursts and they go out on a u/ave of popu¬ 
larity. Me goes out into the hall unth them closing the door after 
him. PIGGIE collapses on to the sofa. 

piggie [hysterically^: Oh, my God, that was the most awful 

half an hour IVe ever spent- 

glare: I thought it all went down like a dinner. 
piggie: I remember it all now, we stayed one night with them 
on our way from Siam—^a man in Bangkok had wired to them 
or something- 

ally: That was a nice bit you did about the old native danc¬ 
ing with a sword- 

piggie; Oh dear, they must have thought I was drunk. 
peter re-enters. 

peter: Next time you travel, my darling, I suggest you keep 
a diary. 

piggie: Wasn’t it frightful—poor angels—I must ring up 

Maud- [She dials a number.^ I think they had a heavenly 

time though, don’t you—I mean they couldn’t have noticed a 

thing- 

peter: Oh no, the whole affair was managed with the utmost 

subtlety—I congratulate you- 

piggie: Don’t be sour—Peter- [At telephone.^ Hallo— 

Maud?—darling, it’s not the Rawlingsons at all, it’s the Wad¬ 
hursts- [To everybody,^ Good heavens, I never gave them 
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Maud’s address. tel€phone.'\ I forgot to give them your ad¬ 
dress—how can you be so unkind, Maud, you ought to be 

ashamed of yourself—they’re absolute pets, both of them- 

peter: Come on. Ally, I’ve got to dress- 

ALLY: All right- 

CLARE: Shall I see you on Sunday? 
ally: Yes—I’ll be over- 

piGGiE \at telephone^ : —they had a lovely time and every¬ 
body was divine to them- 

CLARE: Come on. Bogey, we must go, too- 

piggie: Wait a minute, don’t leave me—I’ve got to do my 

feet- \At telephone^ —no, I was talking to Clare- My 

dear, I know, she rang me up too—she’s staying with Norman 

—Phyllis will be as sour as a quince- 

PETER and ALLY go off talking. 

CLARE: Darling, I really must go- 

PIGGIE [a/ telephone^', —all right—I’ll try to get hold of them 
in the morning and put them off—I do think it’s horrid of you 
though, after all, they were frightfully sweet to us—I’ve done 
all I can—well, there’s no need to get into a rage, I’m the one 
to get into a rage—yes, you are, I can hear you—your teeth are 

chattering like dice in a box-Oh, all right! [S/ie hangs up.} 

Maud’s impossible- 

CLARE: Listen, Piggie- 

piggie: Wait just one minute, I’ve got to get the things to do 
my feet- 

She rushes out of the room. 

CLARE: I really don’t see why we should all wait about- 

suddenly sees mr. burnham.] Oh—hallo. 

MR. BURNHAM \^nervously\'. Hallo. 

CLARE: I thought you’d left with your mother and father. 

MR. burnham: They weren’t my mother and father—I’m from 
Freeman’s. I’ve brought the designs for the Commander’s speed 
boat—Mr. Driscoll couldn’t come- 

CLARE: W^ell, you’d better wait—he’ll be back soon- 
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MR, bijrnham: I’m afraid I can’t wait much longer—I have 

to get back to the shop - 

CLARE: You should have piped up before- 

bogey: Listen, Clare, we must push ofi- 

glare: All right. 

MR. BURNHAM retires again into the shadows as piggie re¬ 
turns with several bottles, a towel and a pair of scissors. She 
sits on the sofa and takes her shoes and stockings off. 

piggie: —^The trouble with Maud is, she’s too insular- 

glare: Are you driving down on Saturday? 
piggie; Yes—I promised to stop off at Godaiming and have 
a cudet with Freda on the way—do you want to come ? 
glare: You know perfectly well I hate Freda’s guts. 
piggie [beginning on her feet'll All right, darling—I’ll expect 
you in the afternoon- 

The telephone rings — piggie reaches for it with one hand and 
goes on painting her toe nails with the other—at telephone: 

Hallo—yes. Oh, David, I’m so sorry—I completely forgot- 

CLARE and BOGEY hiss good-bye at her, she waves to them, and 

they go out. 

I couldn’t help it, I had to be sweet to some people that Maud 

and I stayed with in Malaya-Oh! David darling, don’t be so 

soured-up—yes, of course I do, don t be so silly No, I m 
quite alone doing my feet—well, I can t help that, I happen to 
like them red—well, after all they are my feet, I suppose I can 

paint them blue if I want to-- 

MR. BURNHAM begins to tiptoe out of the room, he leaves his 

roll of designs on the table, piggie catches sight of him just as 

he is gingerly opening the door, 

[To MR. BURNHAM.] Oh, good-byc—it’s been absolutely lovely, 
you’re the sweetest family I’ve ever met in my life- 

Curtain 
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FUMED OAK 
A Comedy in Two Scenes 




CHARACTERS 


henry gow 

DORIS, his wife 

ELSIE, his daughter 

MRS. ROCKETT, his mother-in-law 

SCENE I. Morning, 

SCENE II. Evening, 

T/ttf cation of the play passes in the sitting-room of the 
Crows house tn South Esindon, 

The time is the present day. 
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SCENE I 


The Gows* sitting-room is indistinguishable from several 
thousand other suburban sitting-rooms. The dominant note is 
refinement. There are French windows at the bac^ opening on 
to a narrow lane of garden. These are veiled discreetly by lace 
curtains set off by a pelmet and side pieces of rather faded blue 
casement cloth. There is a tiled fireplace on the right; an up¬ 
right piano between it and the window; a fumed oa\ side¬ 
board on the left and, below it, a door leading to the hall, the 
stairs of the front door. There is a fumed oaf^ dining-room 
suite consisting of a table, and six chairs; a sofa; an armchair 
in front of the fire; a radio, and a plentiful sprinkling over the 
entire room of ornaments and framed photographs. 

When the curtain rises it is about eight-thirty on a spring 
morning. Rain is trickling down the windows and brealffast is 
laid on the table. 

MRS. ROCKETT is seated in the armchair by the fire; on a small 
table next to her is a cup of tea, and a worl^-basl(et. She is a 
fattish, grey-loo\ing woman dressed in a blouse and skirt and 
a pepper and salt jumper of artificial sill^. Her pince-nez snap in 
and out of a little clip on her bosom and her feet are bad which 
necessitates the wearing of large quilted slippers in the house. 

DORIS, aged about thirty-five, is seated at the table reading a 
newspaper propped up against the cruet. She is thin and ancemic 
and whatever traces of past prettiness she might have had are 
obscured by the pursed-up, rather sour gentility of her expres¬ 
sion. She wears a nondescript coat-froc\, a slave bangle and a 
necklace of amber glass beads, elsie, her daughter aged about 
fourteen, is sitting opposite to her, cutting her toast into strips 
tn order to dip them into her boiled egg. She is a straight-haired 
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ordinary4oo\ing girl dressed in a navy blue school dress with 
a glace red leather waist belt. 

There is a complete silence broken only by the occasional 
rattle of a spoon in a cup or a sniffle from elsie who has a 
slight head cold. 

HENRY Gow comes into the room. He is tall and spare, neatly 
dressed in a blue serge suit. He wears rimless glasses and his 
hair is going grey at the sides and thin on the top. He sits 
down at the table without a word, doris automatically rises 
and goes out, returning in a moment with a plate of haddoc\ 
which she places in front of him and resumes her place, henry 
pours himself out some tea. doris, without loo\ing at him, being 
immersed in the paper, passes him the mill^ and sugar. 

The silence continues until elsee breaks it. 

ELSIE; Mum? 

doris: What? 

ELSIE: When can I put my hair up? 

DORIS \snappily\ : When you’re old enough. 

ELSIE: Gladys Pierce is the same age as me and she’s got hers 
up. 

doris: Never you mind about Gladys Pierce, get on with 
your breakfast. 

ELSIE : I don’t see why I can’t have it cut. That would be bet¬ 
ter than nothing. 

This remark is ignored. 

Maisie Blake had hers cut last week and it looks lovely, 

doris: Never you mind about Maisie Blake neither. She’s 

common. 

elsie: Miss Pritchard doesn’t think so. Miss Pritchard likes 
Maisie Blake a lot, she said it looked ever so nice. 

DORIS [irritably]: What? 

elsie: Her hair. 

doris: Get on with your breakfast. You’ll be late. 

ELSIE [petulantly ]: Oh, Mum- 
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DORIS: And stop sniffling. Sniffle sniffle sniffle! Haven’t you 
got a handkerchief? 

ELSIE: Yes, but it’s a clean one. 

Doris: Never mind, use it. 

3viRs. ROCKETT : The child can’t help having a cold. 

DORIS ; She can blow her nose, can’t she, even if she has got 
a cold? 

ELSIE \^conversationally \: Dodie Watson’s got a terrible cold, 
she’s had it for weeks. It went to her chest and then it went 
back to her head again. 

MRS. ROCKETT : That’s the worst of schools, you’re always catch¬ 
ing something. 

ELSIE: Miss Pritchard’s awful mean to Dodie Watson, she 
said she’d had enough of it. 

DORIS: Enough of what? 

ELSIE: Her cold. 

There is silence again which is presently shattered by the 
wailing of a baby in the house next door, 

MRS. ROCKETT: Thetc’s that child again. It kept me awake all 
night. 

DORIS : I’m very sorry, I’m sure. 

MRS. ROCKETT [fiddling in her worl^ basf^etl'. I wasn’t blaming 
you. 

DORIS : The night before last it was the hot-water pipes. 

MRS. ROCKETT: You ought to have them seen to. 

DORIS: You know as well as I do you can’t stop them making 
that noise every now and then. 

MRS. ROCKETT [threading a needle ^: I’m sure I don’t know 
why you don’t get a plumber in. 

DORIS [grandly'\i Because I do not consider it necessary. 

MRS. ROCKETT: You would if you slept in my room—gurgle 
gurgle gurgle all night long—it’s all very fine for you, you’re 
at the end of the passage. 

DORIS [with meaning] : You don’t have to sleep there. 

MRS. ROCKETT: What do you mean by that? 
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Doris: You know perfectly well what I mean. 

MRS. ROCKETT [with sp/vu]: ListcD. to me, Doris Gow. IVe got 
a perfect right to complain if I want to and well you know it. 
It isn’t as if I was staying here for nothing. 

Doris: I really don’t know what’s the matter with you lately,. 
Mother, you do nothing but grumble, 

MRS. ROCKETT: Me, grumble! I like that, I’m sure. That’s rich, 
that is. 

DORIS : Well, you do. It gives me a headache. 

MRS. ROCKETT: You ought to do something about those head¬ 
aches of yours. They seem to pop on and off at the least thing. 

DORIS: And I wish you wouldn’t keep passing remarks about 
not staying here for nothing. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Well, it’s true, I don’t. 

DORIS : Anyone would think we was taking advantage of you. 

MRS. ROCKETT; Well, they wouldn’t be far wrong. 

DORIS : Mother, how can you! You’re not paying a penny more 
than you can afford. 

MRS. ROCKETT: I ncvcr said 1 was. It isn’t the money, it’s the 
lack of consideration. 

DORIS: Pity you don’t go and live with Nora for a change. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Nora hasn’t got a spare room. 

Doris: Phyllis has, a lovely one, looking out over the railway. 
I’m sure her hot-water pipes wouldn’t annoy you, there isn’t hot 
water in them. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Of coursc, if I’m not wanted here, I can always 
go to a boarding-house or a private hotel. 

DORis: Catch you! 

MRS. ROCKETT: I’m not the sort to outstay my welcome any¬ 
where— 

DORIS: Oh, for heaven’s sake don’t start that again-- 

MRS. ROCKETT [addressing the air^i It seems as though some 
of us had got out of bed the wrong side this morning. 

EL.SIE: Mum, can I have some more toast? 

DORIS : No. 
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ELSIE: I could make it myself over the kitchen fire. 

Doris: No, I tell you. Can’t you understand plain English? 
You’ve had quite enough and you’ll be late for school. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Never mind, Elsie, here’s twopence, you can 
buy yourself a sponge-cake at Barret’s. 

ELSIE \ta\ing the tu/openc €\: Thanks, Grandma. 

DORIS : You’ll do no such thing, Elsie. I’m not going to have 
a child of mine stuffing herself with cake in the middle of the 
High Street. 

MRS. ROCKETT \5weetly '\: Eat it in the shop, dear. 

DORIS: Go on, you’ll be late. 

ELSIE: Oh, Mum, it’s only ten to. 

DORIS: Do as I tell you. 

ELSIE: Oh, all right. 

She goes sullenly out of the room and can be heard scamper^ 
ing noisily up the stairs, 

MRS. ROCKETT [irritatingly^ : Poor little soul. 

DORis: I’ll trouble you not to spoil Elsie, Mother. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Spoil her! I like that. Better than half starving 
her. 

DORIS [hotly\'‘. Are you insinuating- 

MRS. ROCKETT: I’m not insinuating anything. Elsie’s getting a 
big girl, she only had one bit of toast for her breakfast and 
she used that for her egg, I saw her. 

DORIS: It’s none of your business and in future I’d be much 
obliged if you’d keep your twopences to yourself. 

MRS. ROCKETT [hurt\\ Very well, of course if I’m to be abused 

every time I try to bring a little happiness into the child’s 
life- 

DORIS: Anyone would think I ill-treated her the way you talk. 

MRS. ROCKETT: You Certainly nag her enough. 

DORIS : I don t do any such thing and I wish you’d be quiet. 

She flounces up from the table and goes over to the windou/, 
where she stands drumming her fingers on the pane, henry 
tjutetly appropriates the newspaper she has flung down, 
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MRS. ROCKETT \unctuously \: There’s no need to lose your 
temper. 

DORIS : I am not losing my temper. 

MRS. ROCKETT: If I’d known when you were Elsie’s age what 
you were going to turn out like I’d have given you what for, 
I can tell you. 

DORIS : Pity you didn’t, I’m sure. 

MRS. ROCKETT: One thing, I never stinted any of my children. 
Doris: I wish you’d leave me to bring up my own child in my 
own way. 

MRS. ROCKETT: That cold’s been hanging over her for weeks 
and a fat lot you care- 

DORIS: I’ve dosed her for it, haven’t I? The whole house stinks 

of Vapex. What more can I do? 

MRS. rockett: She ought to have had Doctor Bristow last 
Saturday when it was so bad. He’d have cleared it up in no 
time. 

DORIS: You and your Doctor Bristow. 

MRS. rockett: Nice thing if it turned to bronchitis. Mrs. Hen¬ 
derson’s Muriel got bronchitis, all through neglecting a cold; 
the poor child couldn’t breathe, they had to have two kettles 
going night and day- 

DORIS : I suppose your precious Doctor Bristow told you that. 
MRS. rockett: Yes, he did, and what’s more he saved the girl’s 
life, you ask Mrs. Henderson. 

DORIS : Catch me ask Mrs. Henderson anything, not likely, 
stuck up thing- 

MRS. rockett: Mrs. Henderson’s a very nice lady-like woman, 
just because she’s quiet and a bit reserved you say she’s stuck 

up- 

DORIS : Who does she think she is anyway, Lady Mountbatten? 
MRS. rockett: Really, Doris, you make me tired sometimes, 

you do really, , 

DORIS : If you’re so fond of Mrs. Henderson it’s a pity you don t 

see more of her. I notice you don t go there often. 
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MRS. ROCKETT [with dignity^: I go when I am invited- 

DORis [triumphantly^ : Exactly. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Shc’s not the kind of woman that likes people 
dropping in and out all the time. We can’t all be Amy Fawcetts. 

DORIS : What’s the matter with Amy Fawcett? 

ELSIE comes into the room wearing a mackintosh and a tam-o*^ 
shanter. She stamps over to the piano and begins to search un¬ 
tidily through the pile of music on it, 

MRS. ROCKETT: Well, she’s common for one thing, she dyes 
her hair for another, and she’s a bit too free and easy all round 
for my taste. 

DORIS: She doesn’t put on airs, anyway. 

MRS. ROCKETT: I should think not, after the sort of life she’s 
led. 

DORIS : How do you know what sort of a life she’s led? 

MRS. ROCKETT: Everybody knows, you only have to look at 
her; I’m a woman of the world, I am, you can’t pull the wool 
over my eyes-- 

DORIS: Don’t untidy everything like that, what are you look^ 
ing for? 

ELSIE: ‘The Pixie’s Parade,’ I had it last night. 

DORIS: If it’s the one with the blue cover it’s at the bottom. 

ELSIE: It isn’t—oh dear. Miss Pritchard will be mad at me 
if I can’t find it. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Pcrhaps you put it in your satchel, dear, here, 

let me look - [^^^ opens elsie’s satchel, which is hanging 

over the bacl^ of a chair and fumbles in /^.] Is this it? 

ELSIE: Oh yes, thanks, Grandma. 

DORIS: Go along now, for heaven’s sake, you’ll be late. 

ELSIE: Oh, all right, Mum, Good-bye, Mum, good-bye. 
Grandma, good-bye. Dad. 

henry: Good-bye. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Good-byc, dear, give Grandma a kiss, 

ELSIE does so 

Doris: Don’t dawdle on the way home. 
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ELSIE: Oh, all right, Mum. 

She goes out. The slam of the front door shades the house, 

DORIS [/rr/tahly] : There now. 

ROCKETT [u'lth Studied politeness'\ ; If you are going down 
to the shops this morning, would it be troubling you too much 
to get me a reel of white cotton? 

Doris: I thought you were coming with me. 

MRS. ROCKETT: I really don’t feel up to it. 

DORIS: ril put it on my list. 

She ta\€S a piece of paper out of the sideboard drawer and 
scribbles on it. 

MRS. Rockett: If it’s out of your way, please don’t trouble, it’ll 
do another time, 

DORIS : Henry, it’s past nine. 

HENRY [without looking up^i I know. 

Doris: You’ll be late. 

henry: Never mind. 

Doris: That’s a nice way to talk, I must say. 

MRS. ROCKETT : I’m sure if my Robert had ever lazed about 
like that in the mornings, I’d have thought the world had come 
to an end. 

DORIS : Henry’ll do it once too often, mark my words. 

MRS. ROCKETT [biting off her thread^ : Well, that corner’s 
finished. 

DORIS [to henry]: You’ll have to move now, I’ve got to clear. 

HENRY [rising — absently^ : All right, 

MRS. ROCKETT: Wherc’s Ethel? 

DORIS : Doing the bedroom. 

She takes a tray which is leaning against the wall by the side¬ 
board and proceeds to stack, the breakfast things on to it, 

henry quietly goes out of the room. 

DORIS: Look at that wicked waste. [Throws more scraps in 
fireJ] 

MRS. ROCKETT : What’s the matter with him? 

DORIS : Don’t ask me, I’m sure I couldn’t tell you. 
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MRS. ROCKETT: He came in very late last night, I heard him 
go into the bathroom. [There is a paused] That cistern makes 
a terrible noise. 

Doris: Does it indeed I 

MRS. ROCKETT: Ycs, it docs. 

DORIS [slamming the teapot on to the /ray]: Very sorry, I’m 
sure. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Where’d he been? 

DORIS : How do I know? 

MRS. ROCKETT: Didn’t you ask him? 

DORIS: I wouldn’t demean myself. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Been drinking? 

Doris: No. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Soundcd very like it to me, all that banging 
about. 

DORIS : You know Henry never touches a drop. 

MRS. ROCKETT: I know he says he doesn’t. 

Doris: Oh, do shut up, Mother, we’re not all like father, 

MRS. ROCKETT: You watch your tongue, Doris Gow, don’t let 
me hear you saying anything against the memory of your poor 
father. 

DORIS; I wasn’t. 

MRS. ROCKETT [belligerently^'. Oh yes, you were, you were in¬ 
sinuating again. 

DORIS [hoisting up the tray]: Father drank and you know it 
—everybody knew it. 

MRS. ROCKETT: You’te a wicked woman. 

DORIS: It’s true, 

Mrs. rockett: Your father was a gentleman, which is more 
than your husband will ever be, with all his night-classes and 
his book reading—night-classes indeed! 

DORIS: Who’s insinuating now? 

MRS. ROCKETT [angrily]: I am, and I’m not afraid to say so. 

Doris: What of it? 
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MRS. ROCKETT [with heavy sarcasm]: I suppose he was at a 
night-class last night? 

DORIS [loudly]: Mind your own business. 

HENRY comes in wearing his mackjntosh and a bowler hat, 
henry: What’s up? 

DORIS : Where were you last night? 
henry: Why? 

DORIS : Mother wants to know and so do I, 
henry: I was kept late at the shop and I had a bit of dinner 
in town. 

DORIS: Who with? 
henry: Charlie Henderson. 

Me picl(s up the paper off the table and goes out. After a 
moment the front door slams. 

The baby next door bursts into fresh wails. 

MRS. ROCKETT: There goes that child again. It’s my belief it’s 
hungry. 

DORIS: Wonder you don’t go and give it twopence to buy 
sponge-cake. 

She pulls the door open with her foot and goes out with 
the tray as the lights fade on the scene. 


SCENE II 

It is about seven-thirty in the evening, elsie is sitting at the 
piano practising with the loud pedal firmly down all the time. 

MRS. ROCKETT is sitting in her chair by the fire, but she is 
dressed in her street things and wearing a blac\ hat ‘with a veil. 

DORIS, also in street clothes, is clearing some paper patterns 
and pieces of material from the table. 

There is a cloth across the end of the table on which is set 
a loaf, a plate of cold ham, a saucer with two tomatoes in it, a 
bottle of A.i sauce and a teapot, teacup, sugar basin and mil\ 
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HENRY comes in, taking off his mackintosh. He gives one look 
round the room and goes out into the hall again to hang up 
his things, elsie stops playing and comes over to doris. 

ELSIE: Can wc go now? 

Doris: In a minute. 

ELSIE: We*ll miss the Mickey. 

doris: Put on your hat and don’t worry. 

ELSIE [grabbing her hat from the sideboard]: Oh, all right. 
HENRY re-enters. 

Doris: Your suppers all ready, the kettle’s on the gas stove 
when you want it. We’ve had ours. 
henry: Oh! 

doris: And you needn’t look injured either, 
henry: Very well. 

doris: If you managed to get home a bit earlier it’d save a lot 
of trouble all round. 

HENRY [amiably] : Sorry, dear. 

doris: It’s all very fine to be sorry, you’ve been getting later 

and later these last few weeks, they can’t keep you overtime 
every night. 

henry: All right, dear. I’ll tell them. 

doris: Here, Elsie, put these away in the cupboard. 

She hands her a pile of material and pieces of paper, elsie 

obediently takes them and puts them in the left-hand cupboard 
of the sideboard. 

henry [sitting at the table] : Cold ham, what a surprise! 

DORIS [looktng at him sharply]: What’s the matter with it? 
henry: I don’t know, yet. 

doris: Its perfectly fresh, if that’s what you mean? 
henry; W^hy are you all so dressed up? 
elsie: We’re going to the pictures. 

HENRY! Oh, I see. 

• P’Jt everything on the tray when you’ve fia. 

ished and leave it in the kitchen for Ethel. 
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henry: Good old Ethel. 

DORIS \surprised] : What ? 
henry: I said good old Ethel. 

DORis: Well, it sounded very silly, I’m sure. 

MRS. ROCKETT [scrutitiising hiTn\ : What’s the matter with you? 
henry: Nothing, why? 

MRS, ROCKETT: You look funny. 
henry: I feel funny. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Havc you been drinking? 
henry: Yes. 

Doris: Henry! 

MRS. ROCKETT: I kncw it. 

henry: I had a whisky and soda in town and another one at 
the Plough. 

DORIS \astounded\’. What for? 
henry: Because I felt like it. 

DORIS : You ought to be ashamed of yourself. 
henry: I’m going to have another one too, a bit later on. 
DORIS : You’ll do no such thing. 
henry: That hat looks awful. 

DORIS \juriously\ : Don’t you speak to me like that. 
henry: Why not? 

DORIS [slightly nonplussed'] : Because I won’t have it, so there. 
henry: It’s a common little hat and it looks awful. 

DORIS [with an admirable effort at control] : Now listen to me, 
Henry Gow, the next time I catch you drinking and coming 

home here and insulting me. I’ll- 

HENRY [interrupting her gently]’. What will you do, Dorrie? 
DORIS [hotly] : I’ll give you a piece of my mind, that’s what 

I’ll do. 

henry: It’ll have to be a very little piece, Dorrie, you cant 
afford much! [He laughs delighted at his own io\e.] 

DORIS : I’d be very much obliged if you’d kindly tell me what 

this means? 

henry: I’m celebrating. 
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DORIS : What do you mean, celebrating? What are you talking 
about ? 

henry: To-night’s our anniversary. 

DORIS : Don’t talk so soft, our anniversary’s not until Novem¬ 
ber. 

henry: I don’t mean that one. To-night’s the anniversary of 
the first time I had an affair with you and you got in the family 
way. 

DORIS [shrie}{ing\: Henry! 

henry [delighted with his carefully calculated effect~\ : Hurray! 

DORIS [beside herself^ : How dare you say such a dreadful 
thing, in front of the child, too. 

HENRY [in romantic tones\ : Three years and a bit after that 
wonderful night our child was born! [Lapsing into his normal 
t^oice.] Considering all the time you took forming yourself, 
Elsie, I’m surprised you’re not a nicer little girl than you are. 

DORIS: Go upstairs, Elsie. 

henry: Stay here, Elsie, 

DORIS: Do as I tell you. 

ELSIE: But, Mum- 

Doris: Mother, take her for God’s sake! There’s going to be a 
row. 

HENRY [firmly]: Leave her alone and sit down. 

MRS. ROCKETT hesitatcs. 

Sit down, I tell you. 

MRs. ROCKETT [subsiding into a chair] : Well, I never, I- 

henry [happily] \ See? It works like a charm. 

Doris: A fine exhibition you’re making of yourself, I must say. 

henry: Not bad, is it? As a matter of fact I’m rather pleased 
with it myself. 

DORIS: Go to bed I 

henry: Stop ordering me about. What right have you got to 
nag at me and boss me? No right at aU. I’m the one that pays 
the rent and works for you and keeps you. What do you give 
me m return, I’d like to know! Nothing! I sit through break- 
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fast while you and mother wrangle. You’re too busy being 
snappy and bad-tempered even to say good morning. I come 
home tired after working all day and ten to one there isn’t even 
a hot dinner for me; here, see this ham? This is what I think 
of it! [He throws it at her feet.] And the tomatoes and the A.i 
bloody sauce! [Me throws them too^ 

DORIS [screaming]*. Henry! All over the carpet. 

HENRY [throwing the butter-dish face downwards on the 
floor]*. And that’s what I think of the carpet, now then! 

DORIS: That I should live to see this! That I should live to see 
the man I married make such a beast of himself! 

henry: Stop working yourself up into a state, you’ll need all 
your control when you’ve heard what I’m going to say to you. 

DORIS : Look here- 

henry; Sit down. We’ll all sit down, I’m afraid you’ll have to 
miss the pictures for once. 

DORIS : Elsie, you come with me. 

MRS. ROCKETT: YcS, gO OH, Ducks. 

She maizes a:* movement towards the door, but henry is too 
quick, for her. He locks the door and slips the k^y into his 

pocket. 

henry: I’ve been dreaming of this moment for many years, 
and believe me it’s not going to be spoilt for me by you run¬ 


ning away. 

DORIS [on the verge of tears] : Let me out of this room. 
henry: You’ll stay where you are until I’ve had my say. 
DORIS [bursting into tears and sinking down at the table]: 

Oh! Oh!- 


Oh! 


ELSIE [starting to cry too] : Mum— oh. Mum- 

henry: Here you, shut up, go and get the port out of the 
sideboard and give some to your mother—go on, do as I tell you. 

ELSIE, terrified and hypnotised into submission, goes to the 
sideboard cupboard and brings out a bottle of invalid port and 
some glasses, snivelling as she does so. doris continues to sob* 

That’s right. 
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viRS. ROCKETT [quictly^i You drunken brute, you! 

HENRY [cheerfully'l : Worse than that. Mother, far worse. Just 
you wait and see. 

MRS. ROCKETT [ignoring him]: Take some port, Dorrie, it’ll do 
you good. 

DORIS: I don’t want any—it’d choke me- 

HENRY [pouring some out]: Come on—here- 

DORIS : Keep away from me. 

henry: Drink it and stop snivelling. 

Doris: I’ll never forgive you for this, never, never, never as 
long as I live! [She gulps down some port.] 

HENRY [noting her gesture]: That’s better. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Pay no attention, Dorrie, he’s drunk. 

henry: I’m not drunk. I’ve only had two whiskies and sodas, 
just to give me enough guts to take the first plunge. You’d 
never believe how scared I was, thinking it over in cold blood. 
I m not scared any more though, it’s much easier than I thought 
it was going to be. My only regret is that I didn’t come to the 
boil a long time ago, and tell you to your face, Dorrie, what I 
think of you, what I ve been thinking of you for years, and this 
horrid little kid, and that old bitch of a mother of yours. 

MRS. ROCKETT [shri/fy]: Henry Gowl 

henry: You heard me, old bitch was what I said, and old 
bitch was what I meant. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Let me out of this room, I’m not going to stay 
here and be insulted—I’m not- 

henry: You re going to stay here just as long as I want you 


MRS. ROCKETT: Oh, am 1.? We’ll see about that- 

JVieA astonishing quickness she darts over to the window and 
manages to drag one open, henry grabs her by the arm. 
henry: No, you don’t. 

MRS. ROCKETT : Let go of me. 


Doris: Oh, Mother, don’t let the neighbours 
business. 


know all 


your 
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henry: Not on your life I 

MRS. ROCKETT [suddenly screaming pou^erfuUy^i Help! Help! 

Police! Help! Mrs, Harrison—help!- 

HENRY drags her away from the window, turns her round and 
gives her a light slap on the face, she staggers against the piano, 
meanwhile he shuts the window again, loc\s it and pockets the 

DORIS \loo\ing at him in horror'\ : Oh, God! Oh, my God! 
ELSIE [bursting into tears again]: Oh, Mum, Mum, he hit 
Grandma! Oh, Mum- 

She runs to doris who puts heirarm round her protectively. 
MRS, ROCKETT [gasping]: Oh—my heart! I think I’m going to 
faint—oh—my heart- 

henry: Don’t worry. I’ll bring you round if you faint-- 

MRS. ROCKETT: Oh—oh—oh, dear - 

MRS. ROCKETT sUdes on to the floor 
fall by clinging on to the piano stool, 

DORIS jumps up from the table, 

DORIS: Mother! 
henry: Stay where you are. 

HENRY goes to the sideboard and pours out a glass of water, 
DORIS, disobeying him, runs over to her mother, elsie u/ails. 

henry: Stand out of the way, Doris, we don’t all want to get 
wet. 

Me approaches with the glass of water, mrs. rockett sits up 
weaffly. 

MRS. ROCKETT [in a far-away voice]: Where am I.? 
henry: Number Seventeen Cranworth Road, Clapham. 

MRS. ROCKETT: Oh—oh, dear! 

henry: Look here, Mother, I don’t want there to be any mis¬ 
understanding about this. I liked slapping you just now, see? 
It was lovely, and if you don’t behave yourself and keep quiet 
I shall slap you again. Go and sit in your chair and remember 
if you feel faint the water’s all ready for you. 
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He helps her up and escorts her to her chair by the fire. She 
collapses into it and looks at him balefully. 

Now then. Sit down, Dorric, you look silly standing about. 

DORIS [with a great effort at control^ : Henry- 

HENRY [slowly, but Very firmly\'. Sit down! And keep Elsie 
quiet or 1*11 fetch her one, too. 

DORIS [with dignity^! Come here, Elsie. Shut up, will you! 

She sits at the table, with elsie. 

henry: That’s right. 

He walks round the room slowly and in silence, looking <tt 
them with an expression of the greatest satisfaction on his face. 
Finally he goes over to the fireplace; mrs. rockett jumps slightly 
as he approaches her, but he smiles at her reassuringly and lights 
a cigarette. Meanwhile doris, recovering from her fear, is begin- 
ning to simmer with rage, she remains still, however, watching. 
Now then. I’m going to start, quite quietly, explaining a few 
things to you. 

DORIS; Enjoying yourself, aren’t you? 

henry: You’ve said it. 

DORIS [gaining courage]: You’ll grin on the other side of your 
face before I’ve done with you. 

HENRY [politely]: Very likely, Dorric, very likely indeed! 

DORIS: And don’t you Dorrie me, either! Coming home here 
drunk, hitting poor mother and frightening Elsie out of her 
wits. 

henry: Maybe it’ll do her good, do ’em both good, a little 
excitement in the home. God knows, it’s dull enough as a rule. 

DORIS [with biting sarcasm]: Very clever, oh, very clever, I’m 
sure. 

henry: Fifteen, no sixteen years ago to-night, Dorrie, you and 
me had a little rough and tumble in your Aunt Daisy’s house in 
Stansfield Road, do you remember? 

DORIS: Henry- 

HENRY [ignoring her]: W^e had the house to ourselves, it being 
a Sunday, your Aunt had popped over to the Golden Calf with 
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Mr. Simmonds, the lodger, which, as the writers say, was her 
wont- 

MRS. Rockett: This is disgusting, I won’t listen to another 
word. 

HENRY [rounding on her~\ \ You will! Shut up! 

DORIS: Pay no attention. Mother, he’s gone mad. 

henry: Let me see now, where was I? Oh yes, Stansfield 
Road. You had been after me for a long while, Dorrie, I didn’t 
know it then, but I realised it soon after. You had to have a 
husband, what with Nora married and Phyllis engaged, both of 
them younger than you, you had to have a husband, and quick, 
so you fixed on me. You were pretty enough and I fell for it 
hook, line and sinker; then, a couple of months later you’d 
told me you d clicked, you cried a hell of a lot, I remember, 
said the disgrace would kill your mother if she ever found out. 

I didn’t know then that it’d take a sight more than that to 
kill that leathery old mare- 

MRS. ROCKETT [bursting into tears ]: I won’t stand it, I won’t! 

J won’t! 

HENRY [rising above her sobs ]: I expect you were in on the 
whole business, in a refined way of course, you knew what was 
going on all right, you knew that Dorrie was no more in the 
family way than I was, but we got married; you both saw to 
that, and I chucked up all the plans I had for getting on, per¬ 
haps being a steward in a ship and seeing a bit of the world. Oh 
yes, all that had to go and we settled down in rooms and I 
went into Ferguson’s Hosiery. 

DORIS: I’ve given you the best years of my life and don’t you 
forget it, 

henry: You’ve never given me the best of anything, not even 
yourself. You didn’t even have Elsie willingly. 

DORIS [u^i/diy]: It’s not true—stop up your ears, Elsie, don’t 
listen to him, he’s wicked—he’s wicked- 

HENRY [grimly ]: It’s true all right, and you know it as well 
as I do. 
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DORIS [shrilly'l : It was only right that you married me. It was 
only fair! You took advantage of me, didn’t you? You took 
away my innocence. It was only right that you paid for it. 

HENRY : Come off it, Dorrie, don’t talk so silly. I was the inno¬ 
cent one, not you. I found out you’d cheated me a long, long 
time ago, and when I found out, realised it for certain, I started 
cheating you. Prepare yourself, Dorrie, my girl, you’re going to 
be really upset this time. I’ve been saving! Every week for over 
ten years I’ve been earning a little bit more than you thought 
I was. I’ve managed, by hook and by crook, to put by five 
hundred and seventy-two pounds—d’you hear me?—five hun¬ 
dred and seventy-two pounds I 

MRS. ROCKETT [jumping to her feet'll Henry! You never have 
—it’s not true- 

DORIS [also jumping up]: You couldn’t have—you’d have given 
it away—I should have found out- 

henry: I thought that’d rouse you, but don’t get excited, don’t 
get worked up. I haven’t got it on me, it’s in the bank. And it’s 
not for you, it’s for me—^all but fifty pounds of it, that much is 
for you, just fifty pounds, the last you’ll ever get from me- 

DORIS: Henry! You couldn’t be so cruel! You couldn’t be so 
mean! 

henry: I’ve done what I think’s fair and what I think’s fair 
is damn sight more than you deserve. I’ve transferred the free¬ 
hold of this house into your name, so you’ll always have a roof 
over your head you can take in lodgers at a pinch, though 
God help the poor bastards if you do! 

DORIS : Five hundred and seventy-two pounds! You’ve got all 
that and you’re going to leave me to starve! 

henry: Cut out the drama, Dorrie, and have a look at your 
mother’s savings bank book—I bet you’ll find she’s got enough 
to keep you in comfort till the day you die. She soaked her old 
man plenty. I’m sure—before he took to soaking himself! 

MRS. Rockett: It’s a lie! 

henry: Now listen to me. Mother Machree—you’ve ’ad one 
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sock in the jaw this evening and you’re not just asking for 
another, you’re sitting up and begging for it. 

MRS. Rockett: I’ll have you up for assault. I’ll have the police 
on you, my fine fellow! 

henry: They’ll have to be pretty nippy—my boat sails first 
thing in the morning. 

DORIS ]^horrifi€d'\ \ Boat! 

henry: I’m going away. I’ve got my ticket here in my pocket, 
and my passport. My passport photo’s a fair scream, I wish I 
could show it to you, but I don’t want you to see the nice new 
name I’ve got. 

DORIS: You can’t do it, I can have you stopped by law. It’s 
desertion. 

henry: That’s right, Dorrie, you’ve said it. Desertion’s just 
exactly what it is. 

DORIS \^breathlessly\\ Where are you going, you’ve got to tell 
me. Where are you going? 

henry: Wouldn’t you like to know? Maybe Africa, maybe 
China, maybe Australia, There are lots of places in the world 
you know nothing about, Dorrie. You’ve often laughed at me 
for reading books, but I’ve found out a hell of a lot from books. 
There are islands in the South Seas for instance with cocoa 
palms and turtles and sunshine all the year round—you can 
live there for practically nothing, then there’s Australia or New 
Zealand, with a little bit of capital I might start in a small way 
sheep-farming. Think of it; miles and miles of open country 
stretching as far as the eye can see—^good food and fresh air— 
that might be very nice, that might suit me beautifully. Then 
there’s South America. There are coffee plantations, there, and 
sugar plantations, and banana plantations. If I go to South 
America I’ll send you a whole crate. ’Ave a banana, Dorrie! 
’Ave a banana! 

DORIS: Henry, listen to me, you can’t do this dreadful thing, 
you can’t! If you don’t love me any more, think of Elsie. 

henry [still in his dream ]: Then there’s the sea, not the sea 
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we know at Worthing with the tide going in and out regular 
and the band playing on the pier. The real sea’s what I mean. 
The sea that Joseph Conrad wrote about, and Rudyard Kip¬ 
ling and lots of other people, too, a sea with whacking great 
waves and water spouts and typhoons and flying-fish and phos¬ 
phorus making the foam look as if it was lit up. Those people 
knew a thing or two I can tell you. They knew what life could 
be like if you give it a chance. They knew there was a bit 
more to it than refinement and fumed oak and lace curtains 
and getting old and miserable with nothing to show for it. 
I’m a middle-aged man, but my health’s not too bad taken all 
round. There’s still time for me to see a little bit of real life be¬ 
fore I conk out, I’m still fit enough to do a job of work—real 
work, mind you—not bowing and scraping and wearing myself 
out showing fussy old cows the way to the lace and the china 
ware and the bargain basement. 

DORIS {^hysterically^'. God will punish you, you just see if He 
doesn’t, you just see- 

henry: God’s been punishing me for fifteen years, it’s high 
time He laid off me now. He’s been punishing me good and 
proper for being damn fool enough to let you get your claws 
into me in the first place- 

DORIS [changing tactics\ : Henry, have pity, please don’t be 
so cruel, please—please- 

henry: And don’t start weeping and wailing either, that 
won’t cut any ice with me, I know what you’re like, I know you 
through and through. You’re frightened now, scared out of 
your wits, but give you half a chance and you’d be worse than 
ever you were. You’re a bad lot, Dorrie, not what the world 
would call a bad lot, but what I call a bad lot. Mean and cold 
and respectable. Good-bye, Dorrie- 

DORIS [flinging her arms round him and bursting into tears '\: 
Listen to me, Henry, you’ve got to listen—you must. You can’t 
leave us to starve, you can’t throw us on to the streets—if I’ve 
been a bad wife to you, I’m sorry—I’ll try to be better, really 



FUMED OAK 

T will, I swear to God I will-You can’t do this, i£ you won’t 

forgive me, think of Elsie, think of poor little Elsie- 

henry: Poor little Elsie, my eye I I think Elsie’s awful. I al¬ 
ways have ever since she was little. She’s never done anything 

but whine and snivel and try to get something for nothing- 

ELSIE [u/ailtng]: Oh, Mum, did you hear what he said? Oh, 
Dad, oh dear- 

MRS. ROCKETT [comforttng her}: There, there, dear, don’t lis¬ 
ten to him- 

henry: Elsie can go to work in a year or so, in the meantime 
Dorrie, you can go to work yourself, you’re quite a young 

woman still and strong as an ox.—Here’s your fifty pounds- 

He ta\es an envelope out of his pocket and throws it on to 
the table. Then he goes towards the door, doris rushes after him 
and hangs on to his arm, 

DORIS : Henry, Henry, you shan’t go, you shan’t- 

HENRY [struggling with her\ : Leave hold of me- 

DORis: Mother, mother—help—^help me, don’t let him go- 

HENRY frees himself from her and, talking her by the shoulders, 
forces her bacJ{^ into a chair, then he unlocks the door and opens 
it, 

henry: I’m taking my last look at you, Dorrie. I shall never 

see you again as long as I live- 

doris: Mother! Oh God!—oh, my Godi- 

She buries her head in her arms and starts to sob loudly. 
ELSIE runs and joins her, yelling, mrs. rockett sits transfixed, star¬ 
ing at him murderously, 

henry [quietly^'. Three generations. Grandmother, Mother 
and Kid. Made of the same bones and sinews and muscles and 
glands, millions of you, millions just like you. You’re past it 
now, Mother, you’re past the thick of the fray, you’re nothing 
but a music-hall joke, a mother-in-law with a bit of money put 
by. Dorrie, the next few years will show whether you’ve got 
guts or not. Maybe what I’m doing to you will save your im¬ 
mortal soul in the long run, that’d be a bit of all right, wouldn’t 
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it? I doubt it, though, your immortal soul’s too measly. You’re 
a natural bully and a cheat, and I’m sick of the sight of you; 
I should also like to take this opportunity of saying that I hate 
that bloody awful slave bangle and I always have. As for you, 
Elsie, you’ve got a chance, it’s a slim one, I grant you, but still 
it s a chance. If you learn to work and be independent and, 
when the time comes, give what you have to give freely and 
without demanding life-long payment for it, there’s just a bit 
of hope that you’ll turn into a decent human being. At all 
events, if you’ll take one parting piece of advice from your 
cruel, ungrateful father, you’ll spend the first money you ever 

earn on having your adenoids out. Good-bye, one and all. Nice 
to have known you! 

The wails of doris and elsie rise in volume as he goes jauntily 
out, slamming the door behind him. 

CURTAIN 
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CHARACTERS 


VICTORIA GAYFORTH 
SIMON GAYFORTH 
MARTHA CUNNINGHAM 
GEORGE CUNNINGHAM 
LENA 

SIBYL HESTON 
MICHAEL DOYLE 
A YOUNG MAN 

HODGE— Dresser 

Time: The Present, 


The scene is a u^ell-furnished, rather luxurious bedroom in the 

Gayforths house in hdayfair. There ts a bed on the right with 

a table by the side of it on which are various bottles, booths and 
a telephone. 

Below the bed there is a door which leads to the bathroom. 
On the left there is a door leading to the passage and the rest 
of the house. Above this is a dressing-table. At the foot of the 
bed there is a small sofa. 

When the curtain rises lena, victoria’s maid, is bustling about 

the room. It is about midnight and she is laying out a dressings 

gown or negligee on the bed and generally arranging the room 
for the night. 

VICTORIA and martha come in from the left, victoria is about 
thirty; beautifully gowned. Her manner is bored and irritable. 
MARTHA is slightly older, also well dressed but more tranquil- 






VICKY: —It couldn’t matter less whether I go to Alice’s or 
not—in fact it would be infinitely more comfortable for every¬ 
body concerned if I didn’t. 

MARTHA: What nonsense I 

VICKY: Alice’s parties are always dreary, and I don’t feel in 
the mood even for a good party to-night. 

Martha: What’s the matter? 

Vicky: I’ve told you—I’ve got a headache. 

Martha: I think you’re unwise. 

Vicky: What do you mean, darling? 

Martha: You know perfectly well what I mean. 

VICKY [r/rriwg down at the dressing-table^: Of course I do, 
but I’m getting tired of everybody being subtle and hiding 
behind the furniture—I know that Simon will go without me 
and I know that Sibyl will be there and I know that if I don’t 
go he will leave with her and if I do go he will leave with me 
and wish he was leaving with her. I also know that I’m bored 
stiff with the whole situation-—let it rip- 

Martha: Line of least resistance. 

VICKY: Exactly—I have a headache—I feel thoroughly dis¬ 
agreeable—all I want is sleep—no more resisting—just sleep— 
Lena—^give me three Anytal- 

LENA: Three, madame? 

VICKY: Yes, three—and you can go to bed. 

Lena: Yes, madame. 

Martha: Is the extra tablet a gesture of defiance? 

VICKY: Don’t be tiresome, Martha. 

LENA brings her three tablets from a bottle by the bed and a 
glass of water, 

Martha: Do you take those things every night? 

VICKY [swallowing the tablets']^ : No, darling, I don’t. And 
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6ven if I did it wouldn’t matter a bit—they’re perfectly harm¬ 
less. 

LENA: Are you sure that’s all, madame? 

VICKY: Yes, thank you, Lena—^good night. 

Lena: Good night, madame. 

She goes out, 

MARTHA : I don’t like seeing people unhappy. 

VICKY: I’m not in the least unhappy—^just tired, 

MARTHA: How much do you mind? 

Vicky: Mind what? 

She ta\es the dressing-gown off the bed and goes into the 
bathroom, leaving the door open, 

MARTHA [firmly'] : About Simon and Sibyl. 

VICKY: Heart-broken, dear- [She laughs,] You mustn’t be 

deceived by my gay frivolity, it’s really only masking agony 
and defeat and despair- 

MARTHA [helping herself to a cigarette]: You’re extremely 
irritating. 

VICKY: That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? 

Martha: You needn’t be suspicious of me, you know—I 
have no axe to grind—I merely wanted to help- 

VICKY: You’re a noble, understanding old friend, darling, 
that’s what you are, and I must say I should like to crack you 
over the head with a bottle. 

Martha: Thank you, dear. 

'The telephone rings, 

VICKY: Answer that, will you?—^it’s probably Michael—I’ll be 
out in a minute- 

MARTHA: All right. [She goes to the telephone.] Hallo—No, 
it’s Martha—She’s in the bathroom, she’ll be out in a minute— 
No, she’s not—We’ve been to a play and it was so good that it 
gave her a headache—Hold on, here she is- 

VICKY comes in in a dressing-gown, flings herself on to the bed 
and ta\es the telephone, 

VICKY: Hallo, Michael—No, I’m not—^Yes, I’ve doped myself 
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to the eyes and I’m about to go of! into a coma—Of course 
you can’t, don’t be so idiotic—What are you in such a state 
about?—I thought we’d settled all that—It’s no use dropping 
your voice like that—^Martha can hear perfectly well, she’s got 
ears like a hawk- 

MARTHA: Perhaps you’d like me to go? 

VICKY [ro Martha] : Be quiet, darling- [At telephone.^ 

—I’m tired, Michael, and I’ve got a headache and so will you 
kindly shut up—Yes, all right—to-morrow—Good God, no, I 
shall be sound asleep—Go away, Michael, I can’t bear any 
more- [SAe hangs up.] It’s lovely being loved, isn’t it? 

She rolls over on the bed face downwards, 

Martha: You’d better get into bed-- 

VICKY: Perhaps you’d like to fill a hot-water bottle and take 
my temperature? 

MARTHA [patiently]*. Have you got a book to read? 

VICKY: Yes, but it’s unreadable. 

Martha: Do get into bed. 

VICKY: Go to hell, darling, and don’t fuss- 

MARTHA [seriously]*. I really wish I could do something - 

VICKY [violently]-. Stop it, I tell you—I don’t want your sym¬ 
pathy—I don’t want anybody’s sympathy—whatever happens, 
happens—let it—what does it matter- 


Martha: Very well. [She turns to go.] 

VICKY [jumping off the bed and coming to her]*, I’m sorry— 
I know I m beastly, but you see it’s no use discussing things— 
the Anytal will begin to work soon and I shall have a nice long 

sleep and feel much better in the morning- It was the play 

that upset me, I think—^you were quite right—everybody 
seemed to be having such a good time, didn’t they?—it’s a bit 
tantalising to see everybody having quite such a good time—it 
would be so much easier, wouldn’t it, if we had music when 
things go wrong—music and a little dancing and the certainty 
Happy ever after’^—I hope you didn’t miss the ironic twist at 
the end when they were married—crashing cords and complete 
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tidiness—very convenient-Go away, darling—go and collect 

George and Simon and go on to AHce’s—I shaU go to sleep in 
a minute—really I will- 

Martha: All right—^I’ll telephone you in the morning- 

She pisses her and is about to go, when simon comes into the 

room. He is wearing a dressing-gown over his evening clothes, 
VICKY [surprised]: Simon! 

SIMON [to Martha] : George is waiting for you, Martha—^he*s 
getting a bit restive. 

Vicky; Aren’t you going to Alice’s? 

SIMON: No, I didn’t feel that I could face it. 

VICKY: Oh, I see. 

Martha: Do you want me to make excuses for you both, or 
just not say anything about it? 

VICKY: Say that you haven’t seen us, and why aren’t we there, 
and is there any truth in the rumour that we’re not getting on 

very well - [She laughs.] 

SIMON: Don’t be silly, Vicky, 

VICKY: Say that I’ve gone to Ostend with Michael and that 
Simon’s shot himself—but only in the leg, 

SIMON [bitterly]: Say that it’s definitely true that we’re not 
getting on very well—say that it’s due to incompatibility of 
humour. 

MARTHA: I shall say that I don’t know you at all—any more. 
She goes out. 

VICKY [calling after her]: Give my love to Sibyl! 

SIMON: That was a bit cheap, wasn’t it? 

VICKY: I thought it was only kind—Sibyl can’t live without 
love—like the woman in the play to-night—don’t you remem¬ 
ber-? [She hums.] ‘Nobody can live without loving some¬ 

body, nobody can love without leaving somebody!’ 

SIMON : You mustn’t forget to sing that to Michael. 

VICKY: Are we going to bicker? There’s nothing like a nice 
bicker to round off a jolly evening. 
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SIMON : I’m getting a little tired of bickering. 

VICKY: Let’s not then, let’s be absolutely divine to each 
other—let’s pretend. 

SIMON : I didn’t go to Alice’s party on purpose- 

VICKY: I didn’t think it was a sudden attack of amnesia. 
SIMON : I want to talk to you. 

VICKY: Do you, Simon? What about? 

SIMON : Lots of things. 

VICKY: Name fifteen. 

SIMON : Seriously. 

VICKY: There you are, you see—our moods are clashing again 
—it really is most unfortunate. 

SIMON: I failed to notice during the evening that your spirits 
were so abnormally high. 

VICKY: A sudden change for the better, dear, let’s make the 
most of it. 

SIMON: There’s something I want to say to you—I’ve been 
wanting to say it for quite a while. 

VICKY: Take the plunge, my darling—we’re alone in the swim¬ 
ming bath. 

SIMON: Would you consider divorcing me? 

VICKY: Oh, Simon! 

SIMON : If I made everything easy- 

VICKY: Naming Sibyl? 

SIMON: Of course not. 

VICKY: You mean you’d prefer to be implicated with a pro¬ 
fessional homebreaker as opposed to an amateur one? 

SIMON : I would like, if possible, to keep this conversation 
impersonal. 

VICKY: We might put on fancy dress for it. 

SIMON : I’m serious, Vicky. 

VICKY: I’m told that all really funny comedians are serious. 
SIMON: You haven’t answered my question yet. 

VICKY: I thought perhaps I hadn’t heard it quite clearly. 
SIMON: I want you to divorce me. 

[^ 57 ] 



SHADOW PLAY 


Vicky: Yes, now I hear—it*s a beastly question, isn’t it? 

SIMON: Not so very beastly if you analyse it—quite sensible 
really. 

VICKY: It oughtn’t to be such a shock—but somehow it is—► 
it makes me feel a little sick. 

SIMON: I’m sorry. 

VICKY: Don’t worry about being sorry—feeling a little sick 
doesn’t matter that much. 

SIMON: I’ve thought it all over very carefully. 

VICKY: Oh, Simon, have you? Have you really? 

SIMON: Of course I have. It’s been on my mind for a long 
time. 

VICKY: How sinister that sounds — surely not for a very long 
time ? 

SIMON: Long enough. 

VICKY: You’re cruelly definite. 

SIMON: It’s less cruel to be definite—in the long run. 

VICKY: It’s been an awfully short run — really. 

SIMON: You haven’t answered me yet. 

VICKY! An amicable divorce—everything below board? 

simon: Yes. 

VICKY! Where will you go with your temporary light of love? 
The South of France, or just good old Brighton? 

SIMON! I don’t think we need discuss that. 

VICKY! It’s a nasty business, isn’t it—a very nasty business. 

SIMON! Not necessarily, if it can be arranged discreetly and 
without fuss. 

VICKY! Do you love her so much? Sibyl, I mean. 

SIMON: I’d rather not discuss that either. 

VICKY! Perhaps you’d prefer to conduct the whole thing by 
signs—sort of Dumb Crambo. 

SIMON! You’re unbelievably irritating. 

VICKY! When did you first begin to hate me?—When did I 
first begin to get on your nerves?—What did I say?—^What did 
I do?—Was it a dress I wore—the way I laughed at* some- 
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Kody’s joke?—^Was I suddenly gay when you were sad?—^Was 
I insensitive?—^Was I dull? When did it start—tell me i£ you 
can remember—please tell me. 

SIMON: Don’t be so foolish. 

VICKY: I won’t be irritating any more, Simon—I’ll try to be 
sensible—^really I will—but I must know why—why things 
change—I wish to God I hadn’t taken those sleeping tablets— 
my head’s going round—I would so love to be clear, just at 

this moment, but nothing’s clear at all- 

SIMON : I didn’t know you’d taken anything. 

Vicky: Don’t be alarmed—I’m not becoming a drug fiend —• 
it’s an amiable, gentle prescription, just to make me sleep when 

I have a headache, or when I’m overtired or unhappy- 

SIMON: There’s the overture—we shall be late. 

VICKY: What did you say? 

SIMON: —^You really ought not to get into the habit of taking 

things to make you sleep—however harmless they are- 

VICKY: We’ve only been married five years—it seems longer 

at moments—then it seems no time at all- 

T he music begins, and, after a jew chords, stops again, 

SIMON: There it is again—listen. 

VICKY: If you really love Sibyl, deeply and truly, it’s different, 
hut I have an awful feeling that you don’t—anyhow, not 
enough- 

SIMON : “We will wander on together— 

Through the sunny summer weather— 

To our cosy little chateau 
Like a pastoral by Watteau. 
together: To our cosy little chateau on the Rhine,” 

SIMON : —It isn’t that I don’t love you—1 always shall love 
—but this is something else—I don’t know what started it, 
but I do know that it’s terribly strong—and then there’s Michael 

I ve been awfully angry about Michael- 

VICKY: That’s idiotic—Michael doesn’t mean a thing to 
—you know perfectly well he doesn’t- 
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'The music begins again, this time more loudly, 

SIMON: There it is again—do hurry. [He dances a jew steps."] 

VICKY [calling] : Lena—^Lena—hurry up- I was miserable 

anyhow to-night—all the time we were in the theatre—every¬ 
body was having such a good time—and then they were mar¬ 
ried in the end—that was funny, wasn’t it?—about them being 
married in the end. . . . 

SIMON: —It isn’t that I want to make you unhappy, but you 
must admit we haven’t been hitting it off particularly well dur¬ 
ing the last year—if we’re not comfortable together surely it 

would be much more sensible to separate- 

The scene darkens. The side flats move off and up stage 
away from the centre flat, 

VICKY: I feel so sad inside about it—I wish I could make you 

understand—it was so lovely in the beginning- 

SIMON: Things never stay the same—you can’t expect what 

was lovely then to be lovely now- 

VICKY [almost crying]: Why not—why not?—^Then we were 
happy- 

SIMON: But, darling, you must sec- 


SIMON : Here in the light of this unkind familiar now 

Every gesture is clear and cold for us. 

Even yesterday’s growing old for us. 

Everything changed somehow. 

If some forgotten lover’s vow 
Could wake a memory in my heart again, 

Perhaps the joys that we knew would start again. 
Can’t we reclaim an hour or so 
The past is not so long ago. 

VICKY : Then, love was complete for us 
Then, the days were sweet for us 
Life rose to its feet for us 
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And stepped aside 
Before our pride. 

Then, we knew the best of it 
Then, our hearts stood the test of it. 

Now, the magic has flown 
We face the unknown 
Apart and alone. 

SIMON: Hodge—where’s Hodge?—I must change—quick— 
we’re going back. 

The orchestra swells, florrie [lena] — comes hurrying in with 
an evening gown over her arm and a pair of shoes, a mirror, 
a powder-puff, etc., in her hands, vicky sin\s on to the bed. 

SIMON: You can’t sit there—we’re going back- 

florrie: Here, dear—here’s a chair. 

vicky: I’m not sure that I want to—I’m not at all sure— 
maybe it won’t be as lovely as I think it was- 

SIMON: Don’t be such a fool—grab it while you can—grab 
every scrap of happiness while you can—Hodge—come on- 

HODGE, a dresser, comes in with a dinner-jac\et. simon ta^es 
off his dressing-gown and puts on the dinner-jacket, vicky is 
changing on the opposite side of the stage. Meanwhile the 
whole scene is changing. The lights in the foreground fade ex¬ 
cept for the two spotlights on simon and vicky. 

VICKY \^breathlessly\'. Play—go on playing—we must have 
music- 

SIMON comes down to the footlights and begins to sing to the 
conductor. Me sings. 

“play, orchestra, play.” 

simon: Listen to the strain it plays once more for us. 

There it is again, the past in store for us. 

Wake in memory some forgotten song 
To break the rhythm—driving us along 
And make harmony again a last encore for us. 
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Play, orchestra, play 

Play something light and sweet and gay 
For we must have music 
We must have music 
Xo drive our fears away. 

While our illusions swiftly fade for us. 

Let’s have an orchestra score. 

In the confusions the years have made for us 
Serenade for us, just once more. 

Life needn’t be grey. 

Although it’s changing day by day. 

Though a few old dreams may decay, 

Play, orchestra, play. 

VICKY joins him and they finish it together. Meanwhile all 
the lights fade entirely except for two pin-spots on the two of 
them. The spot on simon goes out and vicky is left singing al¬ 
most hysterically **We Must Have Music/* The orchestra rises 
to a crescendo and there is a complete blac\-out. 

To measured music and in a pool of light, sibyl heston ap¬ 
pears. She lights a cigarette and glances at her wrist-watch, 
SIMON appears from the opposite side of the stage. He stands a 
little apart from her. The music stops, 

sibyl: I’m waiting—I’m waiting—why don’t you tell her? 

simon: It will hurt her, you know. 

sibyl: She can weep on Michael’s shoulder—it’s a very at¬ 
tractive shoulder. 

simon: I don’t want to hurt her. 

sibyl: She’ll have to know sooner or later. Nobody can live 
without loving somebody, nobody can love without leaving 
somebody. 

SIMON : I saw you in the theatre to-night—you looked mar¬ 
vellous. 

sibyl: Sweet Simon. 

simon: Very cool and green and wise. 
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sibyl: Not wise—oh, my dear, not wise at all. I happen to 
love you, 

SIMON: Is that so unwise? 
sibyl: Let’s say—^indefinite! 

SIMON: It’s less cruel to be indefinite in the long run. 
sibyl: Tell her the truth—you must tell her the truth. 

SIMON ; I have been awfully angry about Michael. 
sibyl: Why be angry, darling? It’s such a waste of energy. 
SIMON : I don’t like Vicky making a fool of herself. 
sibyl: I don’t like Vicky making a fool of you. 

SIMON: I didn’t know she took things to make her sleep. 
sibyl: You must tell her the truth—sleep or no sleep. 

The music starts again, michael u/al^s on. He passes sibyl 
and SIMON, stops, lights a cigarette and glances at his wrist~ 
watch. The music stops. 

Michael: I’m waiting —I’m waiting—why don’t you tell her? 
SIMON: I don’t want to hurt her. 

Michael: Give her my love. 

SIMON: That was a bit cheap, wasn’t it? 

sibyl [laughing^ : ^Vhen did she first begin to get on your 
nerves, Simon? What started it? V^as it a dress she wore? 
Was it the way she laughed at somebody’s joke? Was she sud- 

denly gay when you were sad? Was she insensitive? Was she 
dull? 

Michael: Was she dull? 
sibyl: W^as she dull? 

SIMON: It was so lovely in the beginning. 

sibyl: Things never stay the same—you can’t expect what 
was lovely then to be lovely now. 

SIMON: We’re going back all the same—it’s our 
chance- 

sibyl: Was she dull? 

Michael: Was she dull? 

SIMON: Shut up—shut up both of you—we’re going back 
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lie begins to sing and as he sings the lights jade on sibyl and 

MICHAEL. 


Life needn’t be grey 

Though it is changing day by day. 

Though a few old dreams may decay 

Play Orchestra—Play Orchestra—Play—Orchestra- 

Play- 

3lac\ out. 

The lights come up on a moonlit garden. There is a stone 
seat on the left of the stage, vicky and a young man are sitting 
on it. 

vicky; It’s nice and cool in the garden. 

YOUNG man; It’s nice and cool in the garden. 

vicky: Country house dances can be lovely when the weather’s 
good, can’t they? 

YOUNG man: Rather—rather—yes, of course—rather. 

vicky: I’m waiting for something. 

YOUNG man: Country house dances can be lovely when the 
weather’s good, can’t they? 

vicky: This is where it all began. 

YOUNG man: It’s nice and cool in the garden. 

vicky: Please hurry, my darling, I can’t wait to see you for 
the first time. 

YOUNG man: Do you know this part of the country? 

vicky: Intimately. I’m staying here with my aunt, you know. 

YOUNG man: Does she ride to hounds? 

vicky: Incessantly. 

YOUNG man: That’s ripping, isn’t it?—I mean it really is rip- 
ping. 

vicky: Yes. She’s a big woman and she kills little foxes—she’s 
kind au fond, but she dearly loves killing little foxes. 

YOUNG man: We’re getting on awfully well—it’s awfully nice 
out here—I think you’re awfully pretty. 
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VICKY: This is waste of time—he should be here by 
walking through the trees—coming towards me. 

YOUNG man: I think you’re an absolute fizzer. 

VICKY: Yes, I remember you saying that—it made me want to 
giggle—but I controlled myself beautifully, 

YOUNG man: I think you know my sister—she’s in pink, 

VICKY: I remember her clearly—a beastly girl. 

YOUNG man: In pink. 

VICKY [suddenly '\: 

“In pink—in pink—- 
Your sister’s dressed in pink 
It wasn’t very wise I think 
To choose that unbecoming shade 
Of pink-” 

YOUNG man: I’m so glad you like her—you must come and 
stay with us—my mother’s an absolute fizzer—you’d love her. 
VICKY: God forbid! 

YOUNG man: That’s absolutely ripping of you. 

VICKY: Now—now—at last—^you’re walking through the trees 
—hurry- 

SIMON comes through the trees. He is smo\ing a cigarette, 
VICKY: I thought you’d missed your entrance. 

SIMON: Are you engaged for this dance? 

VICKY: I was, but Ill cut it if you’ll promise to love me al¬ 
ways and never let anything or anybody spoil it—never- 

SIMON: But of course—that’s understood. 

YOUNG man: Will you excuse me—I have to dance with Lady 
Dukes. 

Vicky: Certainly. 

YOUNG Man; Good hunting. 

VICKY: Thank you so much—it’s been so boring. 
young man: Not at all—later perhaps. 

He goes. 
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SIMON: Well—here we are. 

VICKY: The first time—we knew at once, didn’t we? Don’t 
you remember how we discussed it afterwards? 

SIMON: I saw you in the ballroom—I wondered who you were. 

VICKY: My name’s Victoria—Victoria Marden. 

SIMON: Mine’s Simon Gayforth. 

VICKY: How do you do? 

SIMON: Quite well, thank you. 

VICKY: I suppose you came down from London for the dance? 

SIMON: Yes, I’m staying with the Bursbys- 

VICKY: What do you do? 

SIMON: I’m in a bank. 

VICKY: High up in the bank? Or just sitting in a cage totting 
up things? 

SIMON: Oh, quite high up really—it’s a very good bank. 

VICKY: I’m SO glad. 

SIMON: How lovely you are. 

VICKY: No, no, that came later—you've skipped some. 

SIMON: Sorry. 

VICKY: You’re nice and thin—your eyes are funny—you move 
easily—I’m afraid you’re terribly attractive- 

SIMON : You never said that. 

VICKY: No, but I thought it. 

SIMON: Stick to the script. 

VICKY: Small talk—a lot of small talk with quite different 
thoughts going on behind it—this garden’s really beautiful— 
are you good at gardens?- 

SIMON ; No, but I’m persevering—I’m all right on the more 
straightforward blooms—you know—Snap-dragons, sweet wil¬ 
liam, cornflowers and tobacco plant—and I can tell a Dorothy 
Perkins a mile off. 

VICKY: That hedge over there is called Supressus Macrocapa. 

SIMON! Do you swear it? 

VICKY: It grows terrifically quickly but they do say that it 
goes a bit thin underneath in about twenty years- 
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SIMON: How beastly of them to say that—it’s slander. 

VICKY: Did you know about Valerian smelling of cats? 

SIMON: You’re showing off again. 

VICKY: It’s true. 

SIMON: I can go one better than that—Lotuses smell of pine¬ 
apple. 

VICKY \sadly\ : Everything smells of something else—it’s dread¬ 
fully confusing- 

SIMON: Never mind, darling—I love you desperately—I knew 
it the first second I saw you- 

VICKY: You’re skipping again. 

They sing a light Duet\ **You Were There/* after which they 
dance. 


“you were there” 

I 

SIMON: Was it in the real world or was it in a dream? 
Was it just a note from some eternal theme? 
Was it accidental or accurately planned? 

How could I hesitate 
Knowing that my fate 
Led me by the hand? 

refrain 


You were there 

I saw you and my heart stopped beating 
You were there 

And in that first enchanted meeting 

Life changed its tune, the stars, the moon came near 
to me. 

Dreams that I dreamed, like magic seemed to be 
clear to me, dear to me. 

You were there. 
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Your eyes looked into mine and faltered. 
Everywhere 

The colour of the whole world altered. 

False became true 

My universe tumbled in two 

The earth became heaven, for you were there, 

2 

VICKY: How can we explain it—the spark, and then the fire? 
How add up the total of our hearts’ desire? 

Maybe some magician, a thousand years ago— 

Wove us a subtle spell—so that we could tell—so that 

we could know- 

You were there— 

During the dance the lights jade on the scene and they finish 
in each others arms in a spotlight. The spotlight fades and in 
the darkness a voice is heard singing **Then they \new the best 
of it—then their hearts stood the test of it/' etc, 

A spotlight pic\s up singing, holding the tablets and a 

glass of water. After song fade again. 

Then love was complete for them 
Then the days were sweet for them 
Life rose to its feet for them 
And stepped aside 
Before their Pride. 

Then they knew the best of it 
Then their hearts stood the test of it. 

Now the magic has flown 
They face the unknown 
Apart and alone. 

The lights go up again on the interior of a limousine, martha 
and GEORGE CUNNINGHAM are sitting in it. 
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GEORGE: On the whole this has been one of the most uncom¬ 
fortable evenings IVe ever spent, 

Martha: There, there, dear, I know, but for heaven’s sake 
don’t go on about it. 

GEORGE \^petulantly \: Why, if they had to take us to dinner 
and a play, should they have chosen that particular dinner and 
that particular play? 

MARTHA: What was wrong with the dinner? 

GEORGE: Gastronomically speaking it was excellent, but the 
atmosphere reeked with conjugal infelicity—when people are 
at loggerheads they should refrain from entertaining—it’s bad 
for the digestive tract. 

Martha: For an elderly barrister you’re unduly sensitive. 

GEORGE: I expected the grouse to sit up on its plate and offer 
me a brief. 

Martha: Never mind, when we get to Alice’s you’ll be able 
to have a nice drink and talk to some lovely young things and 
feel much better. 

GEORGE: And why that play? Sentimental twaddle. 

Martha: The music was lovely. 

GEORGE: That’s no good to me. You know perfectly well I 
can’t distinguish ‘‘Abide with me” from “God Save the King.” 

MARTHA: Concentrate on “God Save the King.” 

GEORGE: I couldn’t even go to sleep with those idiotic people 
loving each other for ever all over the stage. 

MARTHA: Well we’ll go to a nice soothing gangster picture 
to-morrow night and you can watch people killing each other 
all over the screen. 

GEORGE: What’s wrong with them, anyway? 

MARTHA: Who, Simon and Vicky? 

GEORGE: Yes. 

Martha: They’re unhappy. 

GEORGE: Well, they oughtn’t to be—they’ve got everything they 
want. 

Martha: Sibyl Heston’s got hold of Simon and Vicky’s trying 
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to pretend that she doesn’t mind a bit and everything’s in a 
dreary muddle-women like Sibyl Heston ought to be shot. 

GEORGE: Sometimes they are. 

MARTHA: Not often enough. 

GEORGE; I suppose Vicky’s got a young man hanging around, 
hasn t she? 

MARTHA: No, not really—she’s been encouraging Michael 

Doyle a bit but it doesn’t mean anything—it’s just part of the 
pretending. 

GEORGE: Damn fools—they’re all damn fools_ 

VICKY runs on from the side of the stage. She is picked up 
by a blue spotlight. 

VICKY; Go away, you’re spoiling it all—I know what you’re 

saying—I know what everybody’s saying- 

MARTHA: I was only trying to help, 

VICKY: I know—I know—you’re very kind—but it isn’t any 
use- 

GEORGE; People were so much more sensible twenty years 
ago—take my sister, for instance—look how brilliantly she man¬ 
aged her life—you ought to have known my sister- 

VICKY: In pink. 

GEORGE: In brilliant pink. 

VICKY [singing ]: 

“In pink—in pink 
Your sister’s dressed in pink. 

It wasn’t very wise I think 
To choose that unbecoming shade 
Of pink-!” 

SIMON enters and is picked up in a blue spot, 

SIMON : This compartment is reserved—we’re going back. 
GEORGE: I’m most awfully sorry. 

VICKY ; There are probably some empty ones farther along the 
train. 
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Martha: But of course—we quite understand—George, help 

me with my dressing-case- 

SIMON: Allow me - 

He helps them to remove imaginary luggage from the rac\. 
GEORGE: I suppose you don’t happen to know what time we 
reach Milan? 

simon: I know we arrive in Venice at about six-thirty—I 
think there’s about four hours’ diflerence. 

VICKY: It’s really charming of you to be so considerate—you 
see we are on our honeymoon. 

Martha: Grab every scrap of happiness while you can. 

GEORGE: We shall meet later. 
simon; I hope so. 

MARTHA and GEORGE Step out of the car and wal\ off. 

SIMON and vicky climb in. The spotlights follou/ them into 
the cab, 

simon: Well, here we are, 

VICKY: My name’s Victoria. 
simon: Victoria what? 
vicky: Victoria Gayforth. 
simon: What a silly name. 
vicky: I adore it. 

simon: That’s because you’re sentimental, 
vicky: Fiercely sentimental—over romantic too. 
simon: Dearest darling. 

vicky: The wedding went off beautifully, didn’t it? 
simon: Brief, to the point, and not unduly musical. 

VICKY: Didn’t mother look nice ? 
simon: Not particularly. 
vicky: Oh, Simon! 

simon: It was her hat, I think—it looked as though it were 
in a hurry and couldn’t stay very long. 

vicky: W^as that man who slapped you on the back your 
uncle ? 

simon: Yes, dear—that was my uncle. 
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VICKY: I’m so sorry. 

Simon: He ran away to sea, you know, when he was very 
young, and then, unfortunately, he ran back again. 

VICKY: Your sister looked charming. 

SIMON: In pink. 

VICKY: In pink—in pink- 

SIMON: Stop it—stop it—you’U wake yourself up. 

VICKY: It was that rhyme in the play to-night—it keeps com¬ 
ing into my mind. 

SIMON.* Do concentrate—weVe on our honeymoon. 

VICKY: Happy ever after. 

SIMON : That’s right. 

VICKY : Do you think that those people we turned out of the 
carriage ever loved each other as much as we do? 

SIMON : Nobody ever loved each other as much as we do with 
the possible exception of Romeo and Juliet, Heloise and 
Abelard, Paolo and Francesca, Dante and Beatrice- 

VICKY : I wish she hadn’t been called Beatrice—it’s such a 
smug name. 

SIMON: Anthony and Cleopatra, Pelleas and Melisande- 

VICKY: I’ve always felt that Melisande was rather a silly girl— 
so vague. 

SIMON: All right—wash out Melisande. 

VICKY [looking out of the u/indou/]: Look at all those little 
houses flashing by—think of all the millions of people living 
in them—eating and drinking—dressing and undressing—get¬ 
ting up and going to bed—having babies- 

SIMON: When I was a young bride I never mentioned such 
things on my honeymoon. 

VICKY: Things never stay the same. 

SIMON: It was considered immodest to do anything but weep 
gently and ask for glasses of water. 

VICKY: I’m abandoned, darling—I can’t wait to be in your 
arms- 

SIMON : Dear heart- 


[ ^72] 



SHADOW PLAY 


He ta\es her in his arms. 

VICKY \struggling\ : No no—this isn’t right—my clothes are 

all wrong—I must go- 

SIMON: Don’t go. 

VICKY: I must—this dressing-gown’s all wrong I tell you— 
when we arrived in Venice I was wearing a blue tailor-made— 

and then later we dined—and I was in grey- 

SIMON: In grey—in grey 

Your dress was soft and grey 

It seems a million years away 

The ending of that sweet and happy day. 

VICKY: Oh darling- 

SIMON: Don’t go- 

VICKY: I must—I must- 

She steps out of the carriage and disappears into the dar\ness, 
SIMON left alone, sings a reprise of ''You Were There/* and the 
lights fade completely. 

When the lights go up simon and vicky are sitting at a little 
table with a shaded light on it. They are just finishing dinner. 

SIMON: We can sit on the piazza for a little and then we can 
drift . . . 

vicky: Let’s call the gondola right away and cut out the 
piazza—I’m a big drifting girl. 

SIMON: I think the band on the piazza will be awfully dis¬ 
appointed. 

vicky: It’s funny, isn’t it, to be so frightfully in love that you 
feel as if you were going mad? 
simon: Ever so funny. 

vicky: Do you think our front gondolier is nicer than our 
back one? 

simon: Not altogether—he has better teeth, of course, but 
then he’s about fifty years younger. 

vicky: Let’s come here again in fifty years* time* 
simon: All right. 
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VICKY: We can arrange to be carried on to the train—it will 
be quite simple. 

SIMON. It won t be a train, darling—^it will be a pointed silver 
bullet leaving Croydon at four and arriving here at twenty-past 
three. 

VICKY: Oh dear! 

SIMON: What’s the matter? 

VICKY: We haven’t quarrelled yet. 

SIMON: Never mind. 

VICKY; We’ll have a nice quarrel when we get back to London, 
won’t we? 

SIMON : I shall sulk for the first few days, anyhow—I’m the 
sulky type, you know. 

VICKY: That’s why I married you. 

simon: Oh, darling—I’m going to be terribly serious for a 
minute—will you bear with me? 

VICKY: Of course. 

SIMON : There’s something I want to say to you—I’ve been 
wanting to say it for quite a while- 

VICKY [u/ith panic in her i/oice]: Oh, Simon, don’t—what is 
it? What is it? 

SIMON: I love you. 

VICKY [putting her head down on the table]: You mustn’t 
make people cry on their honeymoons—it’s not cricket. 

SIMON [tenderly] : Dearest—everything’s cricket if only you 
have faith. 

VICKY: When did you know you loved me—the very first 
minute, I mean? 

SIMON: In the garden—during the dance—I saw you and my 
heart stopped beating- 

VICKY: It was a most enchanted meeting. 

SIMON: Life changed its tune—the stars and moon came near 
to me- 

VICKY: Dreams that I’d dreamed, like magic seemed to be 
clear to me—dear to me- 
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SIMON! False became true—my universe tumbled in two—the 
earth became heaven—for you were there- 

VICKY! Stop it—stop it—it’s that damned musical comedy 
again—going round and round in my head—listen—before the 
dream breaks say what you said that night in Venice—say it 
from your heart as you said it then—say it, please—please- 

SIMON; Fm not sure that I can remember—it’s a long while 
ago- 

Vicky: Please, Simon — please - 

SIMON: It’s this, darling — we’re here together close as close 
and it’s the beginning—but we’re going to be together for a 
long time—probably all our lives, so we must be careful—I 
want to reassure you now about later on—about any tricks the 
future might play on us—I know I love you with all my heart— 
with every bit of me—it’s easy now, because it’s summer 
weather and there isn’t a cloud in the sky and we’re alone—but 
there’ll be other people presently—we can’t live our whole lives 
on this little island—other people are dangerous—they spoil 
true love, not consciously because they want to, but because 
they’re themselves—out for all they can get—mischievous—you 
do see what I mean, don’t you-? 

VICKY: You mean they might make us want them one day 
instead of each other. 


SIMON! Yes, but only a little—not like this—not all the way 
round- 

VICKY: I can’t imagine even that—I’m very single-tracked. 

SIMON : Don’t look sad—don’t even have a flicker of unhap¬ 
piness not for ages yet, anyway—but whenever you do—if Fm 
bad or foolish or unkind, or even unfaithful—just remember 
this, because this is what really matters—this lovely under¬ 
standing of each other—it may be a jumping-off place for many 
future journeys—but however long the journey one’s got to 
come back some time, and this is the white cliffs of Dover— 
hang on to the white cliffs of Dover- 

VICKY: I’ll try- 
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They hold hands for a moment across the table. 

There is a burst of music u/hich dies away on a discord. Then 
a dance tune starts and f^eeps up a steady rhythm during the 
ensuing scene. The light on simon and vicky fades a little. They 
are sitting quite still gazing at each other, sibyl heston and 
MICHAEL DOYLE dancc on together out of the shadows. They are 
in a brilliant spotlight. 

MICHAEL: We’re a bit early, aren’t we? They’re still on their 
honeymoon. 

sibyl: Nonsense. The curtain will be lowered between scenes 

two and three to denote a lapse of four years- 

The light on simon and vicky goes out completely. 

MICHAEL [ot/er his shoulder\ \ I’m so sorry. 
sibyl: It’s impossible to dance here. 

MICHAEL: They put so many tables on the floor. 
sibyl: There’s no room at all. 

MICHAEL: Let’s go on to the Florida. 
sibyl: And the Cocoanut Grove, 

MICHAEL: And the Four Hundred. 
sibyl: And the Blue Train. 

SIMON and vicky dance on in another spotlight, 

SIMON : There’s always the Florida. 
vicky: And the Cocoanut Grove. 

SIMON: And the Four Hundred. 
vicky: And the Blue Train. 

The rhythm gets slightly faster. The two couples circle round 
each other. 

sibyl: The Florida. 

SIMON : The Cocoanut Grove. 

Michael: The Four Hundred. 
vicky: The Blue Train. 
sibyl: The Florida. 
vicky: The Cocoanut Grove. 

Michael: The Four Hundred. 

SIMON: The Blue Train. 
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*rhe music gets faster still. They change, partners. siMOK 
dances with sibyl and michael with vicky —then they change 
bacl^ to each other again—then once more—all saying together; 
^•The Florida/' ''The Cocoanut Grove/' "The Four Hundred/^ 
"The Blue Train." michael and vicky disappear and sibyl and 
SIMON are left dancing round and round together, faster and 
faster. From the darkness can be heard voices shouting rhyth¬ 
mically t "The Florida/' "The Cocoanut Grove/' "The Four 
Hundred/' "The Blue Train," coming to a crescendo and then 
a black out. 

LENA appears on the right-hand side of the stage with a tele¬ 
phone. MARTHA appears on the opposite side, also with a 
telephone. Both in spotlights. 

MARTHA: Hallo—who is it? 

LENA: It’s Lena, madame. 

Martha: Oh, Lena—yes—what is it? 

LENA: Mr. Gay forth asked me to telephone to you, ma¬ 
dame— 

Martha: Is anything wrong? 

LENA: It*s Mrs. Gayforth, madame—those sleeping tablets— 
Mr. Gayforth wants to know if you can leave the party and 
come at once- 

MARTHA: Good heavens! Is she ill? 

LENA: Yes, madame—that is—she’s not exactly ill but- 

MARTHA: Have you sent for a doctor? 

LENA: No, madame—Mr. Gayforth didn’t want to send for 
a doctor until he’d seen you. 

Martha: I’ll come at once. 

Lena: It was that extra Anytal tablet, madame—I knew she 
shouldn’t have taken it- 

Martha: I’ll be there in a few minutes—in the meantime—• 
give her some strong black coffee- 

The lights fade. 

In the darkness Vicky’s voice is heard. 

Vicky: Simon, Simon—where are you?—I’m lonely—I’m 
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frightened—don’t go away from me yet—in spite of what they 
say there is still time if only we’re careful- 

SIMON: There’s something I want to say to you—IVe been 
wanting to say it for quite a while- 

VICKY: Don’t say it—don’t say it yet, 

simon: I would like if possible to keep this conversation 
impersonal. 

VICKY: I would so love to be clear at this moment. But 
nothing’s clear at all- 

simon: I didn’t know you had taken anything- 

VICKY: It was only to make me sleep—whenever Fm tired or 
unhappy, oh, Simon—Simon—come back—the White Cliffs of 
Dover—I’m trying so hard—I’m trying to hold on—don’t leave 
me—don’t leave me- 

SIMON: Give her a little more, Lena. 

LENA: Yes, sir. 

simon: You don’t think we ought to send for a doctor.? 

Martha: No, she’ll be all right. 

simon: It was awfully sweet of you to come back, Martha_I 

got in a panic—you were the only one I could think of- 

VICKY: I shall be sick if I have any more of that damned 
coffee. 

simon: That’s a very good idea—be sick. 

VICKY: No, no—I hate being sick—it’s mortifying—I’m per¬ 
fectly all right now—really I am. 

The lights slowly go up on the bedroom. 

VICKY is sitting on the edge of the bed. simon is sitting by 
her side with one arm round her, holding a cup of coffee in his 
other hand. Martha is kneeling on the floor at her feet, lena is 
standing anxiously at the foot of the bed holding a coffee pot. 

simon: There, darling—won’t you lie down a bit? 

VICKY : Don’t fuss. 

simon: You ought to be ashamed of yourself. 

VICKY : What are you rolling about on the floor for, Martha? 

It looks very silly. 
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MARTHA [rising^ : You may well ask. 

VICKY: I think I should like a cigarette. 

SIMON: Then you will be sick. 

VICKY: No, it’s passed off. 

LENA [handing her a cigarette^'. Here, madame. 

VICKY: Thank you, Lena. Match, please. 

SIMON: Here, Martha, take this cup, will you? 

Me gives martha the coffee cup and lights vicky’s cigarette, 
Vicky: That’s lovely. [She puffs,] 

SIMON: It’s all right, Lena—you can go to bed again. 
uEna: Are you sure, sir? 

SIMON: Yes, thank you, Lena. 

LENA; Good night, sir. 

SIMON : Good night. 

LENA goes out. 

VICKY: Now perhaps somebody will explain. What happened 
to me? 

SIMON: You just went mad, that’s all—raving. 

VICKY [interested]'. Did I froth at the mouth? 

SIMON: I don’t know— I was too agitated to notice. 

MARTHA: I think I’d better go back to Alice’s. 

VICKY: Alice’s! Oh yes, of course. Oh, Simon— I remember 
now, 

SIMON: Don’t think of anything—just relax. 

MARTHA [pissing her]'. Good night, darling. 

VICKY [absently — her thoughts a long way away] : Good night. 
MARTHA: Good night, Simon. 

SIMON: Thanks awfully, Martha. 

MARTHA goes OUt, 

VICKY: I’m SO sorry, Simon—I’m feeling quite tranquil now— 
let’s talk about the divorce in the morning. 

SIMON; Divorce? What do you mean? 

VICKY: You asked me to divorce you, didn’t you? 

SIMON: Certainly not. 
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VICKY: Are you trying to make me believe that that was part 
of the dream? 

SIMON: I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

VICKY: It’s sweet of you to lie—but it won’t wash. 

SIMON sits on the bed again and puts his arms round her, 

SIMON: Please forgive me. 

VICKY [sleepily\i We’ll talk it all over calmly—to-morrow. 

SIMON: All right. 

VICKY [resting her head on his shoulder^ : If you really love 
her all that much I’ll try not to be beastly about it- 

SIMON: I don’t love anybody that much. 

VICKY: What did I do when I went mad? I’m so interested. 

SIMON: You talked a lot—I thought it was nonsense at first 
and then I realised that it was true—then you began dancing 
about the room—then you really did go mad—and I got very 
frightened and told Lena to ring up Martha- 

VICKY: It was certainly a very strange feeling - 

She closes her eyes and the music starts again very softly, 

SIMON: It will be all right now—it really will—I promise. 

VICKY: The music’s beginning again. 

The music swells, simon lifts her gently on to the bed and 
covers her over with the counterpane. Then he \isses her, dis¬ 
entangles her cigarette from her fingers, tip-toes across the room 
and switches off the lights, all but a little 
stretches himself on the sofa at her feet. 

The music reaches a crescendo as - 

The Curtain Falls 


lamp by the bed, and 
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A Light Comedy in Three Scenes 
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CHARACTERS 


STELLA CARTWRIGHT 
TOBY CARTWRIGHT 
OLIVE LLOYD-RANSOME 
LORD CHAPWORTH (Chaps) 

NANNY 

MURDOCH 

STEVENS 

PRINCESS ELENA KRASSILOFF 
GASTON 

The action of the play ta\es place in a bedroom in the 
Uoyd-Kansomes’ house. Villa Zephyre, on the C 6 te d^Azur. 

The time is the present, 

SCENE I. 11.30 a,m. on an April morning, 

SCENE II. 1.30 a.m. the following morning, 

SCENE III. Two hours later. 
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SCENE I 


The Scene is a bedroom in the Villa Zepkyre on the CSte 
d'Azur, The Villa Zephyre belongs to Mrs, IJoyd-Ransome, 
who is excessively rich, comparatively pleasant and entirely idle, 
the bedroom therefore is luxurious and tastefully appointed. On 
the right there is a dressing-table with, above it, a door leading 
to the bathroom. On the left there is a French window leading 
on to a small verandah, above that, in the back^ wall, is a door 
leading to the passage and the rest of the house. There is a 
slight recess in the bac\ wall containing a very wide and com¬ 
fortable bed. 

This is occupied at the rise of the curtain by stella and toby 
CARTWRIGHT. They are an attractive couple in the thirties. 
Between them there is a breakjast tray, stella is opening and 
reading letters, toby is scanning the Continental Daily Mail. 
A certain amount of pale sunshine is coming through the win¬ 
dow, but this fails to banish from either of their faces an ex¬ 
pression of gloomy dissatisfaction. After a considerable silence, 
STELLA speakj, 

stella: Here*s a letter from Aunt Hester. 

toby: Is she well and hearty? 

stella: Apparently. 

toby: To hell with her! 

There is a further silence, 

STELLA [pensively eating a brioche'\\ Why do other people’s 
breakfasts always taste much nicer than one’s own? 

toby: Probably because they are. 

There is another silence, 

stella: 1 knew marrying you was a mistake at least seven 
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years ago, but I never realised the thoroughness of the mistake 
until now- 

TOBY {reading his papery. You will be interested to hear that 
Mrs. S. J, Pendleton gave a small dinner party for Mr. and 

Mrs. Hubert Weir at the Hotel Normandie in Le Touquet 
last night- 

Stella: How thrilling, 

toby: Among the guests were Lord and Lady Haven, Mrs. 
George Durlap, the Countess Pantulucci, Mr. Henry Bird, Mr. 

and Mrs. Harvey Lincoln, Miss Styles- 

STELLA: Shut up I 

toby: I beg your pardon.? 

STELLA: I said shut up. 

TOBY {continuing '\: —Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Alford have re¬ 
turned from Vichy and are staying at the Crillon- 

STELLA: Toby- 

toby: They are to be joined in a few days by Mrs. Alford’s 

sister, Lady Croker- 

STELLA: Toby, please- 

toby: Prince and Princess Jean Marie de Larichon have left 

the Hotel George Cinq en route for the Riviera- 

STELLA snatches the paper from him. 

STELLA [angri/y]: Mr. and Mrs. Toby Cartwright have left the 

Villa Zephyre under a cloud- 

TOBY {complacently tailing some coffee’ll Not yet they 
haven’t- 

STELLA: Owing to the idiocy of Mr. Toby Cartwright losing 

his shirt at the Casino- 

toby: Oh, God, must we go back over that again 1 
STELLA : Yes, we must—don’t you see—we’ve got to do some¬ 
thing— 

toby: Darling, what’s the use-? 

STELLA: Give me the pad and pencil—theyVe just by you- 

toby {talking a pencil and pad from the bedside tabley. So 
what ? 
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STELLA! Give it to me. 

TOBY \_giving it to her\ : Toby lost fifty pounds—Toby lost 
fifty pounds—Toby lost fifty pounds—write it down quickly, it 
would be awful if you happened to forget it- 

STELLA \near tears~\ \ Oh, Toby! 

TOBY \relenting\ : All right, darling—I am sorry—really I am. 

He leans towards her, nearly upsetting the breakjast-tray, 

STELLA! Look OUt! 

toby: Damn- 

STELLA! It isn’t that I want to rub in about the fifty pounds— 
really it isn’t—but we are in the most awful jam, and we’ve got 
to concentrate. 

toby: We concentrated up until four-thirty this morning and 
nothing came of it- 

STELLA! Will you promise not to take offence at anything I 
say for ten minutes? 

toby: That means you’re going to be absolutely bloody. 

STELLA! Promise. 

toby: All right—I promise. 

STELLA! We must face facts. Now then. Our combined 
incomes amount to seven hundred and fifty pounds a year- 

toby: Until Aunt Hester dies. 

STELLA! Aunt Hcster will not die—she’s outwitted life for 
seventy years and is now determined to outwit death. 

TOBY! It’s indecent. 

STELLA! Never mind about that now—our combined over¬ 
drafts amount to roughly thirteen hundred pounds—in addition 
to which, you owe about three thousand- 

toby: What about you? 

STELLA \writin^ \ Two thousand. 

TOBY! I can’t understand why you don’t get a job of some 
sort—look at Liza Herrick—she at least made some effort—she 
opened a hat shop. 

STELLA: And shut it again. 
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toby: No talent—that’s what’s wrong with you—no market¬ 
able talent whatsoever. 

STELLA: You seem to forget that on a certain bleak day in 
1928 I gave my life into your keeping, 
toby: Marriage is a sacrament^ a mystic rite, and you persist 
in regarding it as a sort of plumber’s estimate. 

STELLA: Be quiet. Where was I? 

toby: Wandering along the paths of memory, dear, with a 
singularly nasty expression, 

STELLA: You will admit, I suppose, that we live beyond our 
income? 

toby: You have a genius for understatement. 

STELLA! Having managed to rake up seventy-two pounds in 

order to stay—God knows why—in this over-elaborate house- 

toby: I don’t agree. I think Olive, considering her innate 
vulgarity, has done this house with remarkable restraint. 

Stella: Olive is not vulgar—she’s one of my oldest friends. 

She was at school with me, and- 

toby: Well, let’s just say that she was at school with you. 

Stella: Now look here, Toby- 

toby: Go on—concentrate. 

Stella: You’re maddening. 

toby: Go on, write—write down the truth—face facts—put 
down our congenital idiocy in black and white—write down 
that we were brought up merely to be amiable and pleasant 
and socially attractive—that we have no ambition and no 
talent—except for playing games. 

STELLA \^sharply ^: And not enough of that. 

toby: Toby lost fifty pounds—Toby lost fifty pounds- 

STELLA: I wrote that down first—but what I didn’t write 
down was that you were a silly, selfish, careless, bloody fool to 

do it- 

TOBY \jurtously'\\ Look here, Stella- 

Me makes a violent movement. 

STELLA! Look OUtl 
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toby: Damn! 

STELLA: It’s no use quarrelling. The fifty pounds has gone— 
we’ve already stayed over our time here—the Lorings are ex¬ 
pecting us in Venice—we have, at the moment, one hundred 
and fourteen francs—and we are down two thousand four 
hundred francs in the Bridge Book, 

toby: That’s entirely your fault—you play Bridge too merrily, 
Stella. 

STELLA: My merriment is entirely a social gesture, I loathe 
Bridge. 

toby: That is no excuse for playing it as though it were 
lacrosse. 

STELLA: I don’t know what you mean. 

toby: Your bids have a certain girlish devil-may-care abandon 
-—you whoop through every rubber like a games* mistress. 
STELLA: What do you mean, whoop? 
toby: What I say—whoop—W-H-O-O-P. 

STELLA: Oh, do be quiet! What was I saying? 
toby: You were saying that we were down two thousand 
four hundred francs in the Bridge Book. What you should have 

said was, that owing to your- 

STELLA: Never mind about that now—within the next week 
we shall be asked definitely to leave—Olive was dropping hints 
all over the dinner-table last night. 
toby: We can’t leave. 

STELLA: We’ll have to. 

toby: Chaps owes you some money, doesn’t he? 

STELLA: Yes. Backgammon—seven thousand francs. 
toby: Thank God for that! 

STELLA: If we travel to Venice second-class and send Nanny 
home- 

toby: I can’t think why you had to bring her in the first place; 
I don’t have to have a valet, why should you have a maid? 

STELLA: Nanny’s not a maid—Nanny’s saved our lives a mil¬ 
lion times. 
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toby: Wrongly. 

STELLA: Anyhow- 

'There is a kjioc\ on the door and gaston' enters. He is a 
neatly dressed French valet, 
gaston: Bon jour, monsieur. 
toby; Bon jour, Gaston. 
gaston: Bon jour, madame. 

STELLA: Bon jour. 

gaston: Lord Chap worth wish to speak to you. 
toby: Is he there? 

STELLA: Tell him to come in. [She calls.] Come in. Chaps! 
GASTON stands aside to let lord chapworth enter, lord chap- 
worth is an amiable-looking young man. 
gaston goes out. 

chaps: Good morning—^how d’you feel? 
toby: Frightful. 
chaps; So do I. 
toby: Good I 

STELLA: You look very sweet. Chaps darling, and very dapper 
—why are you up so early? 

chaps: It’s after eleven. I came to say good-bye- 

Stella: Of course, you’re leaving to-day—I’d forgotten. Are 
you going to May Bainbridge? 
chaps: Yes—Guy’s picking me up. 

Stella: You must find out all about the chauffeur scandal 
and wire us immediately. 

chaps: What chauffeur scandal? 

Stella: Don’t be silly, darling, the whole coast is buzzing 
with it. 

chaps: Oh, that!—I always thought it was a valet, 
toby: Chauffeur-valet—a combined occupation rife, appar¬ 
ently, •with the most delirious opportunities- 

chaps: Do you think it’s true?—I mean, do you think May 
really did-? 

STELLA: Certainly—you only have to look at her. 
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toby: Don’t be catty, Stella. 

STELLA: As May Bainbridge has been consistently odious to 
me for years I really don’t see why I shouldn’t be as catty as 
I like. 

toby: After all, Chaps is going to stay with them. 

STELLA: Serve him right. 

chaps: Oh, old May’s not bad—she just has an unfortunate 
manner. 

STELLA: To be not bad with an unfortunate manner is not 
enough- 

chaps:‘You seem a bit scratchy this morning. 
toby: Compared with what took place in the night, this is 
purring. 

chaps: Well, it’s a nice sunny day, anyhow. 

STELLA: It had better be. 

chaps: I had an awful evening—I got stuck with Pearl Brandt 
—she insisted on playing at the big table and I lost a packet. 
toby: You what? 

chaps: Just dropped about four hundred pounds—cleaned 
myself out. 

STELLA: Oh, Chaps! 

chaps: She kept on asking me to go in with her, she never 
ran a hand more than two coups except once, then she passed it 
after the fourth and it ran eleven times. 

toby: Did it occur to you to strike her in the face? 
chaps; So I wondered if you’d mind waiting for that seven 
thousand francs I owe you, Stella, until I get my allowance? 
toby: When do you get your allowance? 
chaps: First of May. 

STELLA [hurriedly ^: Of course I don’t mind. Chaps—it doesn’t 
matter a bit. 

toby: God is love, there is no pain. 
chaps: It’s awfully sweet of you. 

STELLA: Don’t be silly. 

OLIVE lloyd-ransome’s voic€ is heard, outside* 
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OLIVE [outside'\ \ Can we come in? 

STELLA \^calling\ \ Of course! 

toby: Send for a Bridge table and the Corinthian Bagatelle— 
don’t let’s waste a moment. 

OLIVE LLOYD-RANSOME and PRINCESS ELENA KRASSILOFF enter. 

OLIVE is smartly dressed and dar\. elena is fair and rather vague. 

olive: Good morning, everybody—I’m suicidal. 

STELLA; Why—what’s the matter? 

olive: Everything’s the matter. I went down twenty mille last 
night. Precious Bane’s got distemper and I had to send him off 
to the vet. at seven o’clock this morning, and on the top of that 
I’ve had a telegram from Nicky and Vera to say they’re arriving 
to-morrow. 

toby: To-morrow! 

olive: It’s the most awful bore—^it means that I shall have to 
turn you out, which I absolutely loathe—it also means that I 
shall have to put off Dolly, because she and Vera aren’t speak¬ 
ing and- 

STELLA : Why don’t you put off Nicky and Vera? 

olive: Bob would never forgive me—he worships Nicky. They 
talk about international finance—also I’ve already put them off 
once—I feel absolutely dreadful about the whole business. 

toby: Don’t worry about us—we’ve got to go to the Lorings 
anyhow. 

olive: But I do—I adore you being here—you’re the nicest 
guests I’ve ever had in my life. 

ELENA [scrutinising the breal{jast-tray'\ : Do you mind if I take 
one of your lumps of sugar? 

toby: Not at all—take the whole bowl. 

elena: Angel! 

She sits down quietly with the bowl of sugar and devours 
several lumps. 

olive: And to-night we’ve got the Brandt dinner party— 
nobody wants to go—I tried to hint that we’d all rather stay 
in, but they’re absolutely set on it—it’s something to do with 
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being American, I think, that passion for entertaining in 
restaurants. 

toby: That means the Casino again? 

STELLA! Yes, dear, that’s what that means. 

chaps: Have you got any messages for May, Olive? 

OLIVE \laughing\ : None that I could possibly send her. 

ELENA: He was lovely that chauffeur—he wore his cap bravely 
as though he wasn’t afraid. 

olive: Wasn’t afraid of what, darling? 

toby; George Bainbridge. 

ELENA : Anything—anything in the world. I remember he 
drove me to the station once, and I knew the back of his neck 
reminded me of someone, and who do you think it was? 

STELLA \wearily\ \ Who? 

ELENA [triumphantly^', Dimitri. 

olive: Everybody reminds you of Dimitri, darling. 

ELENA : I loved him dreadfully. [At the dressing-table~\ Do you 
mind if I take a little of your scent? 

STELLA [with false enthusiasm’ll Do, dear! 

ELENA sprays herself lavishly. 

olive: We’re going up to Vence to lunch—do you want to 
come? 

STELLA: We shan’t be ready in time. 

olive: I’ll leave the small car for you—Irving and Pearl want 
to buy some of that awful pottery. 

MURDOCH enters through the open door, lie is a very correct 
English butler. 

Murdoch: Excuse me, madame. 

olive: What is it, Murdoch? 

Murdoch: Mr. Guy Forster has arrived, madame, for Lord 
Chapworth. 

chaps: I must go. 

olive: Has his lordship’s luggage gone down? 

Murdoch; Yes, madame. 

ELENA: I love Guy, he’s an angel. Where is he, Murdoch? 
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Murdoch: In the bar, madame. 

ELENA: I’ll come down. 

MURDOCH exits. 

chaps: Good-bye, Stella—Good-bye, Toby. 

STELLA: Good-bye. 

toby: Good-bye. 

chaps: It’s awfully sweet of you to hold that over. Good-bye, 
Olive. 

olive: I’ll see you off—don’t forget to write in the book—^give 
Guy a drink. 

chaps: He’s probably had three already—come on, Elena. 

ELENA and CHAPS go out. 

olive: I do feel so horrid about turning you out. 

STELLA: Don’t be silly, darling—we’ve overstayed frightfully, 
but we were having such a lovely time. 

olive: If it were anyone else but Vera and Nicky I’d tell them 
to go to hell, but Bob really has to discuss business with Nicky 
and—oh, well, I know you understand perfectly, 

toby: Of course we do—when are they arriving? 

olive: To-morrow afternoon—I must pop down and see 
Chaps off. The car will be waiting for you at twelve-thirty; 
we’d better meet in the main square. 

STELLA: All right. 

olive: You do understand, don’t you? 

She kjsses her hand to them and goes out. 

There is silence for a moment. 

STELLA : Dear Olive I 

toby: She’s done everything but throw us into the drivel 

STELLA: We must think —we must think. 

toby: What’s the use of thinking—we haven’t even enough 
to tip the servants. 

STELLA: Oh, don’t 1 

toby: If we asked Olivo to lend us five thousand francs, do 
you think she would? 

Stella: Of course she would, and she’d dine out on it for a 
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week—I’d rather die than ask her. Anyway, five thousand francs 
wouldn’t be enough—not nearly enough. We’ve got to pay our 
train fares—Nanny’s fare home—our Bridge debts—the serv¬ 
ants-Oh, God! 

'There is a }{noc\ on the door. 

Yes, who is it? 

MURDOCH: Murdoch, madame. 

toby: Come in! 

MURDOCH enters, 

Murdoch: Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome asked me to come and see 
you, madame, about your reservations. 

STELLA: Reservations? 

Murdoch: On the afternoon train to-morrow. I took the liberty 
of telephoning in to the hall porter of the Majestic about them, 

toby: How thoughtful of you, Murdoch. 

STELLA: Why the hall porter at the Majestic? 

Murdoch: He happens to be a personal friend of mine, 
madame—he does a lot of odd jobs. 

toby: This one may be odder than he bargained for. 

Murdoch: I beg your pardon, sir? 

STELLA \^hurri€dly\ : When did you order these reservations, 

Murdoch? 

MURDOCH: Last night, madame, directly Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome 
told me. 

STELLA \with an attempt at lighthearted naturalness^'. W^hat 
have you got for us? 

MURDOCH: Two single sleepers and one for your maid—that 
is what Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome told me you required. 

toby: It’s a pity they don’t have sitting-rooms on Continental 
trains. 

STELLA: I’m afraid you’ll have to change them, Murdoch. You 
see, we re not going back to London—we’re going to Venice. 

Murdoch: That’s all right, madame, Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome 
told me that, too. 
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STELLA: She didn’t happen to mention in passing that my sis¬ 
ter was going to have a baby in July? 

Murdoch; I’ll send the tickets up to you the moment they 
arrive; there’s a small laundry bill as well—I’ve given that 
to your maid. 

toby: You think o£ everything, Murdoch. 

Murdoch: Thank you, sir, 

STELLA: Thank you, Murdoch. 

MURDOCH bows and goes out. 
toby: Dear Olive I 

STELLA: Last night—she had it all arranged last night. 
toby [penstt/ely] : I think I should like something quite dread¬ 
ful to happen to Olive, you know—something really humiliat¬ 
ing, like being sick at a Court Ball. 

STELLA: How dare she! 
toby: It’s unsufferable. 

STELLA: After all, she badgered us to come. 
toby: Now she’s badgering us to go. 

STELLA: Isn’t there anyone we could cable to? 
toby: Don’t be silly, dear—we’ve exhausted every possible 
telegraphic saviour years ago. 

STELLA: Do you think I could do a little light prostitution in 
the Casino to-night? 

toby: You’d have to work hard to raise ten thousand francs 
by to-morrow morning. 

STELLA : There’s no need to be rude. 

toby: If you’d thought of that at the beginning of our stay 
things might have been much easier, 

STELLA: You have the moral standards of a wart hog. 
toby: Think—think—there must be some way out. 

STELLA: There isn’t—it’s no use—nothing’s any use. 
toby: Listen, darling, this is desperate—we’ve got to take a 
chance. 

STELLA: What do you mean? 
toby: Your bracelet. 
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STELLA: Don’t be so absurd—it wouldn’t fetch fifteen pounds. 
TOBY [ringing the bell\ : We’ll send Nanny into Cannes witH 
it this afternoon. 

STELLA: But I tell you- 

toby: Shut up. Listen, at worst we can get a couple of thou¬ 
sand francs on it. 

STELLA: I bet we couldn’t. 

toby: With my waistcoat buttons we could. 

STELLA: Even then—what’s the use.? 

toby: This is the use—listen—I’ll gamble to-night. 

STELLA: Oh, no, Toby—no! 

toby: It’s our only chance. I’ll be careful, I promise. We’ll 
have enough for three goes of the minimum at the big table— 
STELLA: Oh, not the big table! 
toby: The biggest- 

H.e springs out of bed and goes over to the dressing-table. 
NANNY enters. She is a capable-loof{ing, middle-aged woman. 
STELLA: Nanny, we’re in the most awful trouble! 
nanny: I don’t wonder—lying about in bed on a lovely morn¬ 
ing like this. 

toby [springing at her with the bracelet and buttons^'. Here, 

Nanny- 

nanny: What’s this? 

toby: Go into Cannes this afternoon and pop them. 
nanny: Oh, I couldn’t—I really couldn’t! 
toby: You must. 

nanny: That lovely bracelet your Aunt Agnes left you. 
STELLA: Listen, Nanny, we’ve got to leave to-morrow and we 
haven’t got any money at all—we owe a lot as well—you must 
do this for us—go in by the twelve o’clock bus—please, Nanny. 
nanny: I could let you have a little, you know. 
toby: We wouldn’t hear of it, Nanny. 

STELLA: Anyhow, a little’s no good—we’ve got to have a lot. 
nanny: I shan’t get much on these. 

STELLA: Get what you can—promise you will, Nanny. 
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NANNY : That man in the pawnshop will split his sides when he 
sees me again. 

toby: Never mind, Nanny—please! 

nanny: Won’t you let me advance you a little?—I could go 
up to seven pounds. 

toby: I tell you, Nanny, we couldn’t possibly dream of such 
a thing. 

nanny: Oh, very well, 

STELLA: How much do we owe you already? 

nanny : Three hundred and forty-two pounds all told. 

STELLA: Oh, dear! [She collapses on to the bed in helpless 
laughter^ 

toby: Go on, Nanny—go like the wind. 

Me pushes her out of the room, gaston enters and crosses over 
to run the bath—he disappears into the bathroom, toby gets 
into bed again.. 

STELLA: It’s madness—stark, staring madness! 

toby casually starts to read the paper again. 

You’ll lose it, I know you will. Oh, God, I wish I could play 
the damned game- 

There is a pause. 

TOBY [reading^ : Mr. and Mrs. Eugene B. Oglander arrived 
yesterday at the Hotel Maurice with their daughters Margaret 
and Helen- 

STELLA: It’s too humiliating—I wish I were dead! 

toby: I wonder what the B stands for? 

STELLA [bitterly^. I knowl 

The Lights Fade 


SCENE II 


The Scene is the same. 

TOBY is lying on the bed, smoking. Me is in his dressing-gown 
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and pyjamas, stella, in a negligee, is doing her face at the 
dressing-table. 

The time is about 1.30 a.m. 

toby: Is there no justice in the universe? No decency? 

STELLA: Absolutely none, dear. I remember remarking that to 
Nanny only the other day when the stopper came out of my 
nail varnish and made the inside of my handbag look like 
Bortsch. 

toby: There was no reason in what happened—it had nothing 
to do with the law of logic or the law of compensation or the 
law of anything—it was just low, senseless bad luck. 

STELLA: Never mind, darling. 

toby: Mind! I shall mind to the end of my days. The whole 
beastly scene is etched on to my brain in blood. \Reconstruct- 
ing his despair.^ I went up to the table—seven, my lucky num¬ 
ber, was miraculously vacant—I sat down and waited for the 
shoe to come round—just as it was two away from me that New 
Jersey hag tapped me on the shoulder. “It*s terrible,” she said, 
can’t find a place anywheres—will you be a dear and let me 
have yours just for a little while? I’m feeling so lucky to¬ 
night.” 

STELLA: She was right. 

toby: Right! She ran the bank seventeen times—collected one 
hundred and seventy thousand francs with all the delicacy of 
a starving jaguar let loose in a butcher’s shop—and graciously 
gave me back my place. 

STELLA: Whereupon you proceeded to lose our two thousand 
francs in the brief space of four minutes, borrow five hundred 
francs from Bertie Gifford, who will never let us forget it, lose 
that too, and join me in the bar wearing what might be moder¬ 
ately described as a ‘set look.’ 

toby: Correct. Have you anything more to say? 

STELLA: Not for the moment. 

toby; Good! Then we might talk of something else. 
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STELLA: I can’t see any necessity to talk at all. 
toby: That is only because you are temporarily exhausted by 
your own verbosity. Your natural flow will return in a minute. 
STELLA: I was fond of Aunt Agnes and she was fond of me. 
toby: That rather cloying relationship belongs mercifully to 
the days before I met you. 

STELLA: She left me that bracelet in her will. 
toby: It seems odd that she should symbolise her almost in¬ 
cestuous love for you by such an undistinguished litde trinket. 
STELLA: You have a disgusting mind, Toby. 
toby: I said almost. 

STELLA: Aunt Agnes was the most generous woman in the 
world. 

toby: I suspect that your memory of her has been softened 
by time. To the impartial observer she appears to have been a 
mean old bitch, 

STELLA: Toby! 

I toby: If it’s all the same to you, I would prefer to leave Aunt 
Agnes where she rightly belongs, warbling through eternity 
with the Feathered Choir. 

STELLA: It seems a pity that you can’t turn your devastating 
wit to a more commercial advantage—you should write a gossip 
column. 

toby: I haven’t got a title. 

STELLA: Oh, shut up! 
toby: That was merely rude. 

STELLA: There’s no sense in going on like this—snapping at 

each other—we’ve got to face facts- 

TOBY [rolling over^i Oh, God! 

STELLA [turning round '\: Toby, don’t you see- 

toby: Your passion for facing facts is rapidly becoming patho¬ 
logical. You’ll go mad, that’s what you’ll do, and spend your 
declining years being led about some awful institute by a keeper 
-—facing the fact that you’re the Empress Eugenie. 

STELLA: Don’t be so idiotic. 
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toby: I’m sick of facing facts; in future I shall cut every fact 
I meet stone dead—I intend to relax, to live in a lovely dream 
world of my own where everything is hilariously untrue. After 
all, at least three-quarters of the civilised world do it, why 
shouldn’t I? 

STELLA: Why shouldn’t you what? 

toby: Delude myself! I’m going to start deluding myself this 
very minute. I’m going to begin with the Old Testament and 
believe every word of it—I’m going to believe in Jehovah and 
Buddha and Krishna and Mahomet and Luther and Mary Baker 
Eddy and Aimee Semple Macpherson—I’m even going to be¬ 
lieve in Aunt Agnes! 

STELLA: Will you shut up about Aunt Agnes! 
toby: It is possible, in my present state of splendid detach¬ 
ment, that I might go off into a Yogi trance and stay upside 
down for several days—in that case all our troubles would be 
over—even Olive’s social conscience would jib at one of her 
guests being carried out of the house in a sort of sailor’s knot. 
Stella: Darling, darling Toby! 

She rushes to him and flings her arms round his nec\, 
toby: Look out—you’re strangling me, 

STELLA: I’ve been wanting to strangle you for hours and now 
I’m doing it—it’s heaven! 
toby; This might lead to almost anything. 

STELLA [/>z his arms \: Fiddling while Rome’s burning—that’s 
what we’re doing. 

toby; In the present circumstances fiddling sounds singularly 
offensive. 

STELLA: I didn’t mean that sort of fiddling, 

toby: Really, Stella- 

STELLA: Oh, darling, what are we to do? 

toby: Let’s go quietly but firmly along the passage and mur¬ 
der Pearl Brandt. 

STELLA: W^e should be hanged. 
toby: It would be worth it. 
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STELLA: She sleeps alone, you know—Irving is separated from 
lier by the bathroom—it would be deliciously easy. 

TOBY [wistfully^ : I hate her so. There's a certain austere scien¬ 
tific beauty about my hatred for* that shrill harpy—like higher 
mathematics. 

STELLA : I d like to fasten that wad of thousand franc notes 
to her nose with a safety-pin. 
toby: I had other plans for them. 

STELLA: Hush, darling. 

TOBY {jumping up and striding about the roorn^i I can’t bear 
it —I really can’t I 

STELLA: Well, now let’s talk about something else. I consider 
this particular topic exhausted and I don’t want to get angry 
again. 

toby: Angry!—Again! I shall never stop being angry until 
the end of my days. 

STELLA: Being angry is very bad for you—I believe that when 
you are angry all the red corpuscles in your blood fight with the 
white ones. 

toby: If that’s so, my circulation at the moment would make 
the battle of Mons look like a Morris dance, 

STELLA: It’s dreadfully late, we’d better go to sleep. 
toby: I shall never sleep again. 

STELLA: Nonsense!—^go and brush your teeth. 
toby: W^e must think of something. 

STELLA: No, we mustn’t—we’re worn out—^go on. 
toby: But, darling- 

Stella: Go on—leave the door open—the noise of your gar¬ 
gling will give me a sense of security, as though everything was 
all right. 

TOBY goes into the bathroom, leaving the door open, stella 
gives a feu/ final pats to her face and tries to spray herself with 
scent, but there isn^t any left, 

Toby! 

toby: What.? 
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STELLA: Were Russians always predatory—even before the 
Revolution, I mean? 

toby; I expect so. Why? 

STELLA! Elena’s splashed herself from head to foot with the 
last precious drops of my scent this morning. 

toby: Personally, I’m very glad—I never cared for it. 

STELLA: That’s beside the point. 
toby: It smells like bad salad dressing. 

STELLA: Smelt, dear—you can use the past tense now. 
toby: Good—from now onwards I intend to live in the past 
anyhow—the present is too unbearable. I intend to go back 
to the happy scenes of my boyhood. 

STELLA: I’m sorry I’m not a rocking-horse. 
toby: You underrate yourself, darling. 

STELLA \_getting into bed '\: Witty to the last. 

TOBY [after a pause, during which the sound of gargling is 
heard'\ \ Stella! 

STELLA: What? 

toby: What are we going to do? 

STELLA: I told you just now—I refuse to discuss it—I’m too 
tired. 

toby: If you broke your leg we should have to stay, shouldn’t 
we? 

STELLA: I have no intention of breaking my leg. 
toby: Modern women have no courage—in olden times 
women did brave things for their menfolk every day of the 
week. 

STELLA: I don’t look upon you as my menfolk. 
toby: Think of the girl who put her arm through the latches 
of the door to save Bonnie Prince Charlie. 

STELLA: In my opinion a misguided ass. 

toby: I won’t hear a word against Flora Macdonald. 

STELLA: It wasn’t Flora Macdonald. 

toby: Don’t be so ignorant, of course it was. Flora Macdonald 
never stopped doing things like that. 
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STELLA; It was not. 
toby; Who was it, then? 

STELLA: I don’t know who it was, but it was not Flora Mac¬ 
donald. 

TOBY [appearing u/ith a toothbrush^ ; I suppose you’ll tell me 
it was Grace Darling in a minute. 

STELLA! I see no reason for you to suppose any such thing. 
toby: It was Flora Macdonald. 

STELLA! It’s a matter of supreme indifference to me whether 
it was Nell Gwynn or Marie Antoinette. 

TOBY! Well, we’re getting on—by a process of tedious elimi¬ 
nation—we might ultimately arrive at who you think it was. 

STELLA! I tell you I don t know who it was, I only know who 
it wasn’t, and it wasn’t Flora Macdonald. 
toby; Oh, Godf 

He slams into the bathroom in a rage. There is a moment*s 
pause, then a crash. Then toby gives a u/ail of pain, 

STELLA! What’s happened? 
toby; I’m hurt. 

STELLA: What sort of hurt? 
toby: Badly hurt. 

STELLA! Oh, darlingf 

She jumps out of bed and rushes into the bathroom. 

The following dialogue taf(es place off stage, 

TOBY [groaning']’. It was the door of that blasted litde cup¬ 
board— 

STELLA! My poor sweet! 

TOBY! Do something—it’s bleeding. 

STELLA! Where’s the iodine? 
toby: How do I know? 

STELLA! Wait a minute—no, that’s eye-drops—here-- 

toby: It’s agony. 

STELLA: Stand still. 

toby: I don’t want to stand still—I want to jump out of the 
window. This is the end- 
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STELLA: Don’t be so silly! 
toby: Cotton-wool. 

STELLA: There isn’t any. 
toby: There ought to be. 

STELLA: Wait a minute—IVe got some. 

She comes running in and goes to the dressing-table, She 
rummages in the drawers for a moment and produces some 
cotton-wool. TOBY comes in carrying a bottle of iodine. There 
is an enormous bruise on his forehead which is bleeding slightly.. 
Here we are. 

toby: God, what a crack! 

STELLA: Stand still. 

toby: Do stop telling me to stand still. 

STELLA: Don’t be so irritable. 

toby [as she dabs him with iodine]: Owl—hell!—ow!- 

STELLA; Stand still. 
toby: Shut up! 

STELLA: I’m doing my best—don’t be so childish. There! 
TOBY [looking in the glass] : For this to happen—on top of 
everything else—it’s too much! 

STELLA: Never mind, darling. 

toby: It’s not even bad enough to keep us here. 

STELLA: You might pretend it had given you concussion and 
behave very peculiarly to-morrow morning. 

toby: I couldn’t carry it through —I’m too depressed. 

STELLA: Get into bed, darling. 

toby: The light’s on in the bathroom. 

STELLA: I’ll turn it out. 

She goes into the bathroom and does so, while he tabes off 
his dressing-gown and gets into bed. stella returns. 
toby: You don’t think we ought to bandage it.'* 

STELLA: No—let the air get to it. 
toby: Open the window. 

STELLA: All right —I was just going to. 
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toby: If you’re beastly to me I swear to God I’ll yell the 
place down, 

STELLA opens the window, switches out all lights except one 
by the bed, and gets into bed, 

STELLA: Docs it hurt? 

toby; Was that question merely rhetorical or do you really 
care ? 

STELLA: Of course I care—it’s horrid for you. 

toby: It does hurt, Stella—it hurts dreadfully. 

STELLA: Try to forget about it. 

toby: That remark was just plain silly. 

STELLA: Do you want to read? 

toby; Read! I doubt if I shall ever be able to read again. 

STELLA: I’ll turn out the light then. 

toby: It would make no appreciable diiTerence to me if the 
light of the world went out. My mind is a trackless waste of im¬ 
penetrable darkness. 

STELLA: That’s right, dear. 

There is a pause, stella switches out the bed light, 

toby: Stella—what are we to do? 

STELLA: We’ll deliver ourselves over to Olive bound and 
gagged in the morning. We’ll meet her delighted, patronising 
contempt with fortitude—we’II humiliate ourselves without 
flinching—we’ll add up how much we need and borrow it from 
her gaily, as though we enjoyed it—no matter how broken we 
are we’ll never let her see- 

TOBY \drowsily'\ : Like Flora Macdonald. 

STELLA: It was not Flora Macdonaldl 

The Lights Fade 

SCENE III 

The scene is the same about two hours later. Moonlight is 
streaming into the room. 
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TOBY and STELLA are fast asleep. There is a slight noise on the 
verandah, a shadow falls across the moonlight. A man steps 
softly into the room. His face is muffled. He tiptoes across and 
trips over the stool in front of the dressing-table, 

TOBY ^switching on the lighi\ : Who’s there ? 

STELLA [waking'll Oh, dear! 

STEVENS [covering them with a revolver^'. Keep quiet. 
toby: Scream, dear, he wouldn’t dare to shoot. 

STELLA: Scream yourself. 

STEVENS: Oh yes, I would. 
toby: What do you want? 

STEVENS : I want you to keep quiet. 

toby: Naturally you do—I meant apart from that. 

STEVENS: Where’s your jewellery? 

toby: Number i8, Rue Mirabeau, Cannes. 

STELLA: We haven’t a thing here—you’ve chosen probably the 
worst room to burgle in the whole world. 

STEVENS: Come on—tell me where it is. 

STELLA makjss a sudden movement; he switches his gun to¬ 
wards her. TOBY throws a pillow and knocks it out of his hand — 
he leaps out of bed, there is a scuffle and toby gets the revolver 
•—he covers the man with it, 
toby: Now then! 

STEVENS: Look out—it’s loaded! 
toby; I should damn well hope it was, 

STELLA: Why aren’t you French? We’re in France — you ought 
to be French. 

toby: Take off his muffler, Stella. [To stevens.] Keep your 
hands up. 

STELLA [approaching ']: Excuse me. 
toby: Keep them up. 

STELLA undoes the scarf from round his mouth. 

STELLA: There now! 

toby: Turn on the other lights, Stella. 
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STELLA [doing so]: It’s a very expensive scarf, [Size loo^s at 
the man^ My God, it’s Stevens! 

STEVENS: Oh, madame! 

STELLA: Stevens, hovi' could you! 

toby: You ought to be ashamed of yourself. 

STEVENS: I had no idea, sir—madame—I didn’t realise you was 
staying here. 

STELLA: Did you really mean to burgle this house.? 

STEVENS: Yes, madame. 

STELLA; But why.? You can’t suddenly become a burglar all 
in a minute—you were a respectable chauffeur last week. 
STEVENS; That was before the crash came, madame. 
toby; You mean it was before George Bainbridge threw you 
out. 

STEVENS : Yes, sir. 

STELLA [reproachfully] : Oh, Stevens! 

STEVENS: He sacked me straight away—without even a refer¬ 
ence. 

STELLA: You should have applied to Mrs. Bainbridge. 
toby: Stella! 

STEVENS : I’m desperate, madame—I haven’t got a bob. 

STELLA: That’s no excuse for becoming a criminal. 

STEVENS: It’s the usual excuse—begging your pardon, madame. 
STELLA: Do you mean to tell me Mrs, Bainbridge didn’t give 
you so much as a- 

toby: Stella, be quiet— your behaviour is in the worst possible 
taste. 

STELLA: I think it’s a dirty shame—you have my sympathy, 
Stevens. 

STEVENS: Thank you, madame. 

toby: You’d better get out, Stevens—I’ll keep the gun, if you 
don’t mind. 

STEVENS : It belongs to Meadows, sir—Mr. Bainbridge’s butler 
—I pinched it. If you wouldn’t mind returning it to him I 
should be much obliged. 
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toby: We ought to hand you over to the police, 

STEVENS : Oh, please don’t do that, sir. I’ve had an awful time 
I’ve got a wife and child in Walthamstow, I’ve got to get back 
somehow. 

STELLA: We can’t help you—we would if we could, but- 

toby: Be quiet, Stella. 

STEVENS : Thank you, madame—you’re very kind. 
toby: Go on—get out as quickly as you can. 

STEVENS : Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. 
toby; Go on. 

STEVENS goes to the window^ 

STELLA: Stop! 
toby: Stella! 

STELLA: Come back a minute. 
toby; Don’t be an idiot, Stella. 

STELLA: Leave this to me—I know what I’m doing. 
toby: What are you talking about? 

STELLA: Sit down, Stevens. 
toby: Have you gone mad? 

Stella: Shut up—sit down, Stevens. 

STEVENS \^b€ wild ere Yes, madame. [He sits downJ\ 

STELLA: Now then- 

toby; Look here- 

STELLA: Put that gun down, Toby, and don’t keep on waving 
it about like pampas grass—Stevens may be a potential thief, 
but he isn’t a murderer and even if he were, he wouldn’t murder 
us, he likes us, don’t you, Stevens? 

STEVENS: Very much, madame. 

STELLA: You seem to forget, Toby, that when we were staying 
with the Bainbridges in Scotland last September, Stevens lent 
you seven pounds. 
toby: I paid it back. 

STEVENS: You certainly did, sir; within the month. 

STELLA: Do you trust us, Stevens? 

STEVENs: Trust you, madame? 
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STELLA: Yes—I mean will you trust us if we trust you? 
STEVENS: I don’t understand, madame. 

STELLA: I’ll explain. W^e’re broke—cleaned out. 

STEVENS : Yes, madame. 

STELLA: You’re broke, too—in addition to which you’ve in* 
volved yourself in one of the juiciest scandals the Riviera has 
known for years. 

STEVENS : It wasn’t my fault, madame—I- 

STELLA: I never imagined for one moment that it was. 

toby: Look here, Stella—what is the use-? 

STELLA: Toby, don’t be such a fool—don’t you seel 
toby: See what? 

Stella: God sent Stevens to us to-night, Toby—or it may 
have been Buddha, or Mahomet or Mary Baker Eddy, but who¬ 
ever it was he’s here hale and hearty and ready to help us—you 
are ready to help us, aren’t you, Stevens! 

STEVENS : Help you, madame? 

Stella: If you can help yourself at the same time. 

STEVENS: Anything you say, madame—you can rely on me, 
TOBY [ar last realising what she means\: Stella—we can’tl 
STELLA: We can—and we will. 
toby: You’re raving. 

STELLA: I’d rather face prison than Olive’s patronising sneer 
to-morrow morning. 

STEVENS [noticing toby’s wound\ : Oh, sir, what have you done 
to your head? 

toby: Never mind about that now. 

STELLA: Mind about it—it’s the most important thing in the 

world. You did it, Stevens—you knocked him out- 

STEVENS : Oh, madame, I’d never do such a thing, 

Stella: Yes, you would—if you were an intelligent profes¬ 
sional burglar you would—you’d knock him out; then you’d 
bind and gag us both—then you’d burgle the house and get 
away with the swag. 

STEVENS : Swag, madame? 
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STELLA: That*s what it’s called. 

STEVENS : What what’s called, madame? 

STELLA: The money that you’re going to take from this house 
to-night. 

STEVENS [rising^'. Oh, madame! 

STELLA: Sit down and listen. 

STEVENS sm^s bac\ again. 

A few yards away from this room there is wrapped in plebeian 

slumber a lady from New Jersey called Mrs. Irving Brandt- 

toby: Go on, darling—I’m with you. 

STELLA: In the top right hand drawer of her dressing-table, 
just to the left of the door, there is a bundle of one hundred 

and seventy thousand francs- 

STEVENS: Oh, dear! 

STELLA: Halves, Steven, halves I 

STEVENS: Oh, madame—I don’t think I dare. 

toby; Be a man, Stevens. 

STELLA: Go now—it’s the last door on the right at the end of 
the passage. 

toby: The carpet is ostentatiously soft, so you won’t be heard. 
STELLA: If by any chance she wakes up and screams, double 
back here and out of the window—I’ll scream, too, and bathe 
my husband s head. If, on the other hand, you get away with 
it come back here, give us half, tie us both up and get out. 
STEVENS: All right, madame—I’ll do it. 
toby: Think of Walthamstow. 

STELLA: Go on—last door on the right—dressing-table on left 
of the door—top right hand drawer. 

toby [holding out his hand^i Good luck, 

STEVENS shal^es it. 

STELLA [also shaking his hand ^: Good luck, Stevens, 
toby: Turn out the lights. 

STELLA [doing ro]: There. 

STEVENS slips out of the room. They listen anxiously for a mo^ 

ment. 
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STELLA [in a whisper^ : Quick— get the bedclothes of? the bed 

-—and your dressing-gown cord- 

TOBY [also in a whisper'] : My feet are cold. 

STELLA [wrestling with the bedclothes]i Put on your slippers. 
TOBY [doing so] : Handkerchiefs for gags. 

He rummages in the dressing-table drawers, 

STELLA: Don’t make such a row. 
toby: My God! 

STELLA: What is it? 

toby: Stevens might bind and gag us and then take all the 
money. 

STELLA : Don’t be so absurd—he’s utterly honest—^you only have 
to look at him. His moral values may wobble a bit on the sex 
side, but otherwise I’m certain his integrity is beyond question. 
Why, he was a valet before he was a chauffeur—he’s been 
trained as a gentleman’s gentleman—they’re always much more 
reliable than gentlemen. 

toby: Hush!— did you hear anything? 

STELLA: He’s coming back. 

They stand in silence for a moment, stevens creeps bac\ into 
the room. He closes the door softly after him. 

Got it? 

stevens: Yes. 

STELLA: Switch on the bed-light, Toby. 
toby [doing so] : Was she asleep? 
stevens: Snoring, sir. 

STELLA: I’m glad I 

stevens: Here you are, madame. 

He flings the wad of notes on to the bed, 
toby: Come on—help divide them. 

stevens: rd rather not, sir, if you don’t mind—I’d rather you 
had the money. I happened to find these on the dressing-table 
—they’ll do me nicely. 

He produces several diamond bracelets, some rings and ct 
jewelled cigarette-case. 
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Stella: Stevens, for shame!—take them back at once I 

toby: They can be traced. 

STEVENS: I’ll manage all right, sir. 

STELLA: You must take half the money. 

STEVENS: I’d really rather not. 

toby: It’s extraordinarily generous of you, Stevens. 

STEVENS: You and Madame have always been very nice to me, 
sir—it feels somehow as if we was old friends. 

STELLA: Thank you, Stevens. 

toby [giving him some bills\ : Here, you must take these, for 
travelling expenses. 

STEVENS : Very well, sir—if you insist. 

toby: Where shall I put the rest? 

STELLA: Put eleven thousand in the drawer and the rest in the 
inside pocket of your dinner-jacket. 

STEVENS: Allow me, sir. 

toby: Thank you, Stevens. 

STEVENS puts some notes in the dressing-table drawer and 
stuffs the rest into toby’s dinner-coat; he then proceeds to fold 
it neatly and lay it on the chair. 

STELLA: Never mind about that now, Stevens—bind and gag us, 

"The following dialogue tal^es place while they are being 
bound and gagged. 

toby: Do you intend to go direct to England? 

STEVENS: Yes, sir. I thought of going by boat from Marseilles. 
I ve never seen Gibraltar. 

toby: It’s very impressive. 

STELLA: The P. & O. boats always stop at Marseilles, don’t 
they? I remember Blanche came home on one. 

STEVENS: I think I shall try another Line this time, madame. 

went P. & O. as far as Egypt with Mr. Bainbridge—and 
I didn’t fancy it. 

toby: Why not, Stevens? 

s-revENs: All them bugles got me down, sir—it was like being 
m the army all over again. 
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STELLA: You must look us up when you come to London— 
we might be able to help you to find a job. 

STEVENS; Thank you, madame. 
toby: We’re in the book. 

STEVENS: As a matter of fact, I’ve been thinking for a long 
time of giving up domestic service—I’d rather get a job that 
was more steady—more respectable, if you know what I mean. 
STELLA: I couldn’t know better. 

STEVENS: I think my brother will be able to help me. 
toby: Oh—what does he do? 

STEVENS : He’s got a very nice position in Barclay’s Bank, sir. 
toby: Oh, I see. 

By this time they are both successfully tied to two chairs. 
STEVENS : Now for the gags. 

STELLA: They’re on the dressing-table. 

STEVENS politely gags them, 

STEVENS: Let me know if they’re too tight. 
toby: They ought to be pretty tight. 

STEVENS: I think we might allow ourselves a litde poetic 
license, don’t you, sir? 

toby: Thank you, Stevens. 

STEVENS [regarding them^: Quite comfy? 

They both nod. 

Light on or off?—One nod for on—two nods for ofi. 

They both nod once. 

Well, I’ll be getting along now—thank you very much, sir and 
madame—it’s been a great pleasure meeting you again. Good 
night. 

Me bows politely and goes out of the window. 

They are left tied to the chairs. Behind their gags it is appar¬ 
ent that they are convulsed with laughter, stella loosens her gag 
enough to spea\. 

STELLA: If I’d been May Bainbridge, I’d have married him! 

CURTAIN 
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A Play in Five Scenes 
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CHARACTERS 


(In the order of their appearance) 

LAURA JESSON 
MYRTLE BAGOT 
BERYL WATERS 
STANLEY 
ALBERT GODBY 
ALEC HARVEY 
YOUNG MAN 
BILL 

JOHNNIE 
MILDRED 
DOLLY MESSITER 

The action of the play ta\es place in the refreshment 
room of Milford Junction Station, 

Time: The present. 




SCENE I 


T^he scene is the refreshment room of "Milford Junction Sta^ 
tion. On the left of the stage is a curved counter piled with glass 
cases containing sandwiches, roci(^ calces, etc. There are rows of 
tea-<ups and glasses symmetrically arranged, an expression of 
the fanciful side of myrtle*s imagination. Schweppes* bottles of 
soda and Tonic water have been placed in circles and squares. 
Even the roch^ cakjss mount each other on the glass stands in a 
disciplined pattern. There is a metal machine which gushes hot ^ 
tea, a sort of cylindrical samovar. 

For drinf{ing hours there are the usual appurtenances for 
the drawing of draught beer, and the wall behind the counter, 
except for a door upstage, is lined with looking-glass shelves 
supporting bottles, packets of chocolate, packets of cigarettes, 
etc. 

There are two windows in the bac\ wall. Their lower panes 
are frosted and their upper ones tastefully plastered with stained 
glass paper. There is another similar window on the right-hand 
wall which is at a slight angle. In this there is also a door lead¬ 
ing on to the platform. There are three tables against the back 
wall, a stove in the corner, and two more tables against the 
right-hand wall, then the door and another table set below it. 
There are several advertisements and calendars in frames, and 
artificial flowers. 

MYRTLE BAGOT herself is a buxom and imposing widow. Her 
hair is piled high, and her expression reasonably jaunty except 
on those occasions when her strong sense of refinement gets 
the better of her. 

BERYL WATERS, her assistant, is pretty but dimmed, not only 
by myrtle’s personal effulgence, but by her firm authority. 
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When the curtain rises it is about 5.25 p,m, on an evening in 
'April. The evening sunlight streams through the right-hand 
window illuminating gaily the paraphernalia on the counter, 

A YOUNG MAN in a mackintosh is finishing his tea at one of 
the upstage tables and reading an evening paper, 

LAURA JESSON is sitting at the downstage table having tea. She 
is an attractive woman in the thirties. Her clothes are not. par¬ 
ticularly smart but obviously chosen with taste. She loo\s exactly 
what she is, a pleasant, ordinary married woman, rather pale, for 
she is not very strong, and with a definite charm of personality 
which comes from natural \indliness, humour and reasonable 
conscience. She is reading a Boot's library boo\ at which she oc¬ 
casionally smiles. On the chair beside her there are several 

% 

parcels as she has been shopping, 

STANLEY enters from the platform. He wears a seedy green 
uniform and carries a tray strapped to his shoulders. He goes 
to the counter. He addresses myrtle with becoming respect, 
BERYL, however, he win^s at lewdly whenever the opportunity, 

STANLEY: I*m out o£ ‘‘Marie’s,’* Mrs. Bagot, and I could do 
with some more Nestle’s plain. 

MYRTLE [scrutinising the tray '\: Let me see. 

STANLEY: An old girl on the 4.10 asked if I’d got an ice-cream 
wafer. I didn’t ’arf laugh. 

myrtle: I don’t see that there was anything to laugh at—a 
very natural request on a faine day. 

STANLEY: What did she think I was, a ‘Stop me and buy one?’ 

BERYL sniggers, 

myrtle: Be quiet. Beryl—and as for you, Stanley, don’t you 
be saucy—you were saucy when you started to work here, and 
you’ve been getting saucier and saucier ever since. Here you 

are- [She gives him some packets of biscuits and NestWs 

chocolate.^ Go on now. 

STANLEY [cheerfully ^: Righto. 

He winkj at beryl and goes out, 
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myrtle: And see here, Beryi Waters, 1*11 trouble you to re* 

member you’re on duty- 

beryl: I didn’t do anything. 

myrtle: Exactly—you just stand there giggling like a fool 
—did you make out that list? 
beryl: Yes, Mrs. Bagot. 
myrtle: Where is it? 
beryl: I put it on your desk. 
myrtle: Where’s your cloth? 
beryl: Here, Mrs. Bagot. 

myrtle: Well, go and clean off Number 3. I can see the 
crumbs on it from here, 

beryl: It’s them rock cakes. 

myrtle: Never you mind about the rock cakes, just you do as 
you’re told and don’t argue. 

beryl goes over to clean 'No, j table. 

ALBERT GODBY enters. He is a ticket inspector^ somewhere be~ 
tween thirty and forty. His accent is north country. 
albert: Hullo! 

myrtle: Quite a stranger, aren’t you? 
albert: I couldn’t get in yesterday. 

myrtle [bridling^'. I wondered what had happened to you. 
albert: I ’ad a bit of a dust-up. 
myrtle [preparing his tea]: What about? 
albert: Saw a chap getting out of a first-class compartment, 
and when he come to give up ’is ticket it was third-class, and I 
told ’im he’d ’ave to pay excess, and then he turned a bit nasty 
^i^d I ’ad to send for Mr. Saunders. 
myrtle: Fat lot of good he’d be. 
albert: He ticked him off proper. 
myrtle: Seeing’s believing- 

albert: He s not a bad lot Mr. Saunders, after all you can’t 

expect much spirit from a man who’s only got one lung and a 
wife with diabetes. 
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myrtle: I thought something must be wrong when you 
didn’t come. 

albert: I’d have popped in to explain but I had a date and 
*ad to run for it the moment I went off. 

MYRTLE [frigidly^'. Oh, indeed! 
albert: a chap I know’s getting married. 
myrtle: Very interesting. I’m sure. 
albert: What’s up with you, anyway? 

myrtle: I’m sure I don’t know to what you’re referring. 
albert: You’re a bit unfriendly all of a sudden. 

MYRTLE [ignoring Aim]: Beryl, hurry up—put some coal in 
the stove while you’re at it. 
beryl: Yes, Mrs. Bagot. 

myrtle: I’m afraid I really can’t stand here wasting my time 
in idle gossip, Mr. Godby. 

albert: Aren’t you going to offer me another cup? 
myrtle: You can ’ave another cup and welcome when you’ve 
finished that one. Beryl’ll give it to you—I’ve got my accounts 
to do. 

albert: I’d rather you gave it to me. 
myrtle: Time and Taide wait for no man, Mr. Godby. 
albert: I don’t know what you’re huffy about, but whatever 
it is I’m very sorry. 

myrtle: You misunderstand me—I’m not- 

ALEC HARVEY enters. Me is about thirty-five. Me wears a mous^ 
tache, a macl{intosh and a squash hat, and he carries a small bag. 
Mis manner is decisive and unfiurried. 
alec: a cup of tea, please. 

myrtle: Certainly. [She pours it out in silence.] Cake or 
pastry? 

alec: No, thank you. 
myrtle: Threepence. 
alec [paying]: Thank you. 

Me tables his cup of tea and goes over to a table. Me ta\es off 
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his hat and sits down, laura glances at the cloc\, collects her 
parcels in a leisurely manner and goes out on to the platform 
BERYL returns to her place behind the counter, 
beryl: Minnie hasn’t touched her milk. 
myrtle: Did you put it down for her? 
beryl: Yes, but she never came in for it. 
myrtle; Go out the back and see if she’s in the yard, 

ALBERT [conversationally^ : Fond of animals ? 
myrtle: In their place. 

albert: My landlady’s got a positive mania for animals—she’ 
got two cats, one Manx and one ordinary, three rabbits in a 
hutch in the kitchen, they belong to her little boy by rights, and 
one of them foolish-looking dogs with hair over its eyes. 
myrtle: I don’t know to what breed you refer. 
albert: I don’t think it knows itself-- 

There is a rumbling noise in the distance, and the sound of a 
bell, 

myrtle: There’s the boat train. 

There is a terrific clatter as the express roars through the sta^ 
tion, 

albert: What about my other cup? I shall have to be moving 
the five-forty-three will be in in a minute. 

myrtle; Who’s on the gate? [She pours him out another 

cup.] 

albert: Young William. 

myrtle: You’re neglecting your duty, you know—that’s what 
you’re doing. 

albert: a bit of relaxation never did anyone any harm- 

LAURA enters hurriedly holding a handl^erchief to her eye, 
Laura: Please could you give me a glass of water—I’ve got 
something in my eye and I want to bathe it, 
myrtle: Would you like me to have a look? 

LAURA: Please don’t trouble. I think the water will do it. 
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MYRTLE [handing her a glass of u/aterl : Here. 

MYRTLE and ALBERT watch her in silence as she bathes her eye^ 
albert: Bit of coal dust, I expect. 

myrtle: a man I knew lost the sight of one eye through 
getting a bit of grit in it, 

albert: Painful thing—very painful. 

MYRTLE [as LAURA Ufts her head^ : Better? 

LAURA [obviously in pain\ \ I’m afraid not—ohi 
ALEC rises from his table and comes over. 
alec: Can I help you? 

LAURA: Oh, no, please—it’s only something in my eye. 
myrtle: Try pulling down your eyelid as far as it’ll go. 
albert: And then blowing your nose. 
alec: Please let me look. I happen to be a doctor. 

Laura: It’s very kind of you. 

alec: Turn round to the light, please—now—look up—now 

look down—I can see it. Keep still- [He tunsts up the corner 

of his handkerchief and rapidly operates with /r.] There- 

LAURA [blinking'\ : Oh, dear—what a relief—it was agonising. 
alec: It looks like a bit of grit. 

LAURA: It was when the express went through—thank you 

very much indeed- 

alec: Not at all. 

There is the sound of a bell on the platform. 
albert [gulping down his tea^'. There we go—I must run. 
LAURA: How lucky for me that you happened to be here. 
alec: Anybody could have done it. 

LAURA: Never mind, you did and I’m most grateful. There’s 
my train. Good-bye. 

She puts out her hand and he shades it politely. She goes out 
followed at a run by albert godby, 

alec looks after her for a moment and then goes back to hts 
table. There is the noise of the train rumbling into the station 
as the lights fade. 
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SCENE II 

The scene is the same and the time about the same. 

Nearly three months have passed since the preceding scene, 
and it is now July, 

MYRTLE is resplendent in a light overall, beryl’s appearance is 
unaltered. The tables are all unoccupied. 

MYRTLE [slightly relaxed in manner^ : It’s all very faine, I said, 
expecting me to do this that and the other, but what do 7 get 
out of it? You can’t expect me to be a cook-housekeeper and 
char rolled into one during the day, and a loving wife in the 
evening just because you feel like it. Oh, dear no. There are 
just as good fish in the sea, I said, as ever came out of it, and 
1 packed my boxes then and there and left him. 
beryl: Didn’t you ever go back? 

myrtle: Never. I went to my sister’s place at Folkestone for a 
bit, and then I went in with a friend of mine and we opened a 
tea-shop in Hythe. 

beryl: And what happened to him? 
myrtle: Dead as a door-nail inside three years! 
beryl: Well, I never! 

myrtle: So you see, every single thing she told me came true 

first them clubs coming together, an unexpected journey, 

then the Queen of diamonds and the ten—that was my friend 

and the tea-shop business. Then the Ace of spades three times 
running- 

STANLEY enters, 

STANLEY: Two Tock and an apple. 
myrtle: What for? 

STANLEY: Party on the up platform. 

myrtle: Why can’t they come in here for them? 

STANLEY: Ask me another. [He winf^s at beryl.] 
myrtle: Got something in your eye? 
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STANLEY: Nothing beyond a bit o£ a twinkle every now and 
again. 

BERYL [giggling']: Oh, you are awful! 

myrtle: You learn to behave yourself, my lad. Here are youc 
rock cakes. Beryl, stop sniggering and give me an apple off the 
stand. 

BERYL complies. 

Not off the front, silly, haven’t you got any sense. Here- 

[She takes one from the back of stand so as to leave the 
symmetry undisturbed^ 

STANLEY: This one’s got a hole in it. 

myrtle: Tell ’em to come and choose for themselves if they’re 
particular—^go on now. 

STANLEY: All right—^give us a chance. 

myrtle: What people want to eat on the platform for I really 
don’t know. Tell Mr. Godby not to forget his tea. 

STANLEY: Rightol 

He goes out as alec and laura come in. laura is wearing a 
summer dress, alec, a grey flannel suit. 
alec; Tea or lemonade? 

laura: Tea, I think—it’s more refreshing, really. [Sh^ sits 
down at the table by the door.] 

ALEC goes to the counter. 

alec: Two teas, please. 

myrtle: Cakes or pastry? 

alec [to laura]: Cakes or pastry? 

laura: No, thank you. 

alec: Are those bath buns fresh? 

myrtle: Certainly they are—made this morning. 

alec; Two, please. 

MYRTLE puts two bath buns on a plate, meanwhile beryl has 
drawn two cups of tea. 

myrtle: That’ll be eightpence. 
alec: All right. [He pays her.] 
myrtle: Take the tea to the table. Beryl. 
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alec: I’ll carry the buns. 

BERYL brings the tea to the table, alec follows with the buns, 
alec; You must cat one of these—fresh this morning. 

Laura: Very fattening. 

alec: I don’t hold with such foolishness. 

BERYL returns to the counter. 

myrtle: I’m going over my accounts. Let me know when Ab 
bert comes in. 

beryl: Yes, Mrs. Bagot. 

BERYL settles down behind the counter with **Peg"s Paper*^ 

Laura: They do look good, I must say. 

alec: One of my earliest passions—I’ve never outgrown it. 

Laura: Do you like milk in your tea? 

alec: Yes, don’t you? 

Laura: Yes—fortunately. 

alec: Station refreshments are generally a wee bit arbitrary, 
you know. ^ 

Laura: I wasn’t grumbling. 

ALEC [smiling]: Do you ever grumble—are you ever sullen 
and cross and bad-tempered? 

Laura: Of course I am—at least not sullen exactly—but I 
sometimes get into rages. 

ALEcr I cant visualise you in a rage. 

Laura: I really don’t see why you should. 

alec: Oh, I don’t know—there are signs, you know—one can 
usually tell- 

Laura: Long upper lips and jaw lines and eyes close together?, 
alec: You haven’t any of those things. 

Laura: Do you feel guilty at all? I do. 
alec [smiling]: Guilty? 

Laura: You ought to more than me, really—you neglected 
your work this afternoon. 

alec: I worked this morning—a little relaxation never did 
anyone any harm. Why should either of us feel guilty? 
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Laura: I don’t know—a sort of instinct—as though 
letting something happen that oughtn’t to happen. 
alec: How awfully nice you are! 

Laura; When I was a child in Cornwall—we lived in Corn¬ 
wall, you know—May, that’s my sister, and I used to climb out 
of our bedroom window on summer nights and go down to 
the cove and bathe. It was dreadfully cold but we felt very 
adventurous. I’d never have dared do it by myself, but sharing 
the danger made it all right—that’s how I feel now, really. 
alec: Have a bun—it’s awfully bad for you. 

LAURA : You’re laughing at me I 

alec: Yes, a little, but I’m laughing at myself, too. 

LAURA: Why? 

alec: For feeling a small pang when you said about being 
guilty. 

LAURA : There you are, you seel 

alec: We haven’t done anything wrong. 

LAURA: Of course we haven’t. 

alec: An accidental meeting—then another accidental meet¬ 
ing—then a little lunch—then the movies—what could be more 
ordinary? More natural? 

LAURA : We’re adults, after all. 

alec: I never see myself as an adult, do you? 

LAURA \firmly^ \ Yes, I do. I’m a respectable married woman 
with a husband and a home and three children. 

alec: But there must be a part of you, deep down inside, 
that doesn’t feel like that at all—some little spirit that still wants 
to climb out of the window—that still longs to splash about a 
bit in the dangerous sea. 

LAURA: Perhaps we none of us ever grow up entirely. 

alec: How awfully nice you are I 

LAURA ; You said that before. 

alec: I thought perhaps you hadn’t heard. 

LAURA : I heard all right. 

alec \_gently\‘. I’m respectable too, you know. I have a home 
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and a wife and children and responsibilities—I also have a lot 
of work to do and a lot of ideals all mixed up with it. 

Laura; What*s she like? 
alec: Madeleine? 

Laura: Yes. 

alec: Small, dark, rather delicate- 

Laura: How funny I I should have thought she’d be fair, 
alec: And your husband? What’s he like? 

Laura; Medium height, brown hair, kindly, unemotional and 
not delicate at all. 

alec; You said that proudly. 
laura: Hid I? [SAe loo\s down.^ 
alec: W^hat’s the matter? 

laura: The matter? What could be the matter? 
alec: You suddenly went away. 

LAURA \_brightly\\ I thought perhaps we were being rather 
silly. 

alec: Why? 

laura: Oh, I don’t know—we are such complete strangers, 
really. 

alec: It’s one thing to close a window, but quite another to 
slam it down on my fingers. 
laura: I’m sorry. 
alec: Please come back again. 

laura: Is tea bad for one? Worse than coffee, I mean? 

alec; If this is a professional interview, my fee is a guinea. 

LAURA [laughing ]; It’s nearly time for your train. 

alec: I hate to think of it, chugging along, interrupting our 
tea party. 

laura: I really am sorry now. 
alec: What for? 

laura : For being disagreeable. 

alec; I don t think you could be disagreeable. 

laura: You said something just now about your work and 
ideals being mixed up with it—what ideals? 
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Ai,Ec: That’s a long story, 

LAURA: I suppose all doctors ought to have ideals, really— 
otherwise I should think the work would be unbearable. 

alec: Surely you’re not encouraging me to talk shop? 

Laura: Do you come here every Thursday? 

alec: Yes. I come in from Churley, and spend a day in the 
hospital. Stephen Lynn graduated with me—he’s the chief 
physician here, I take over from him once a week, it gives 
him a chance to go up to London and me a chance to observe 
and study the hospital patients. 

Laura: Is that a great advantage? 

alec: Of course. You see I have a special pigeon. 

Laura: What is it? 

alec: Preventive medicine. 

Laura: Oh, I see. 

ALEC \laughing \: I’m afraid you don’t. 

LAURA : I was trying to be intelligent. 

alec: Most good doctors, especially when they’re young, 
have private dreams—that’s the best part of them, sometimes 
though, those get over-professionalised and strangulated and 
—am I boring you? 

LAURA : No—I don’t quite understand—but you’re not boring 
me. 

alec: What I mean is this—all good doctors must be primarily 
enthusiasts. They must have, like writers and painters, and 
priests, a sense of vocation—a deep-rooted, unsentimental 
desire to do good. 

Laura: Yes—I see that. 

alec: Well, obviously one way of preventing disease is worth 
fifty ways of curing it—that’s where my ideal comes in—pre¬ 
ventive medicine isn’t anything to do with medicine at all, 
really—it’s concerned with conditions, living conditions and 
common-sense and hygiene. For instance, my specialty is pneu¬ 
moconiosis. 

Laura: Oh, dear! 
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AL£c; Don’t be alarmed, it’s simpler than it sounds—it’s noth¬ 
ing but a slow process o£ fibrosis of the lung due to the in¬ 
halation of particles of dust. In the hospital here there are 
splendid opportunities for observing cures and making notes, 
because of the coal mines. 

LAURA; You suddenly look much younger. 

ALEC [brought up short]: Do I? 

LAURA: Almost like a little boy. 

alec: What made you say that? 

LAURA [staring at him]: I don’t know—yes, I do. 

alec [gently] : Tell me. 

LAURA [with panic in her voice]: Oh, no — I couldn’t, really. 
You were saying about the coal mines- 

ALEC [looking into her eyes]: Yes—the inhalation of coal dust 
—that’s one specific form of the diseases—^it’s called Anthra- 
cosis. 

LAURA [hypnotised]: What are the others? 

alec: Chalicosis—that comes from metal dust—steel works, 
you know- 

Laura: Yes, of course. Steel works. 

alec: And Silicosis—stone dust^—that’s gold mines. 

LAURA [almost in a whisper] : I see. 

There is the sound of a bell. 

There’s your train. 

alec [lool^ing down]: Yes. 

Laura; You mustn’t miss it. 

alec; No. 

LAURA [again the panic in her voice]: What’s the matter? 

ALEC [with an effort]: Nothing—nothing at all. 

LAURA [socially]: It’s been so very nice—I’ve enjoyed my 
afternoon enormously. 

alec: I m so glad—so have I. I apologise for boring you with’ 
those long medical words- 

LAURA: I feel dull and stupid, not to be able to understand 
more. 
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alec: Shall I see you again? 

There is the sound of a train approaching. 

LAURA: It’s the other platform, isn’t it? You’ll have to run, 
Don’t worry about me—^mine’s due in a few minutes. 
alec: Shall I see you again? 

LAURA; Of course—perhaps you could come over to Ketch- 
worth one Sunday. It’s rather far, I know, but we should be de¬ 
lighted to see you. 

ALEC [intenseiy]: Please—please- 

The train is heard drawing to a standstill, 

LAURA: What is it? 

alec; Next Thursday—the same time- 

LAURA: No—I can’t possibly—^I- 

alec: Please—I ask you most humbly- 

Laura: You’ll miss your train! 
alec: All right. \Me gets up^ 

LAURA : Run- 

alec [taking her hand^i Good-bye. 

LAURA [breathlessly^'. I’ll be there. 
alec: Thank you, my dear. 

He goes out at a run, colliding with albert godby, who is on 
his way in. 

albert: ’Ere—’ere—take it easy now—take it easy- [He 

goes over to the counter^ 

LAURA sits quite still staring in front of her as the lights fade. 


SCENE III 

It is now October, Three months have passed since the pre^ 
ceding scene. 

The refreshment room is empty except for myrtle, who is 
bending down putting coal into the stove, 

albert godby enters. Upon perceiving her slightly vulnerable 
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position, he slaps her lightly on the behind—she springs to her 
feet. 

myrtle: Albert Godby, how dare you I 
albert: I couldn’t resist it. 

myrtle: Ill trouble you to keep your hands to yourself. 
albert: You re blushing—you look wonderful when you’re 
angry, like an avenging angel. 

myrtle: I’U give you avenging angel—conaing in here taking 
liberties- 

ALBERT. I didn t think after what you said last Alonday you’d 
object to a friendly little slap. 

myrtle: Never you mind about last Monday—I’m on duty 

now. A nice thing if Mr. Saunders had happened to be looking 
through the window. 

albert: If Mr. Saunders is in the ’abit of looking through 

windows, it’s time he saw something worth looking at. 

myrtle: You ought to be ashamed of yourself! 

albert: Its just high spirits—don’t be mad at me. 

myrtle [retiring behind the counter^: High spirits indeedi 
ALBERT [singing]: 

I m twenty-one to-day—I’m twenty-one to-day, 

I ve got the key of the parlour door— 

I’ve never been twenty-one before-” 

myrtle [retiring behind the countery. Don’t make such a 
noise—they’ll hear you on the platform. 

ALBERT [singing]: 

Picture you upon my knee and tea for two and two for tea.” 

myrtle: Now look here, Albert Godby, once and for all, wUl 
you behave yourself! 

ALBERT [singing ]: 

Sometimes I’m ’appy—sometimes I’m blue-oo-” [He 

breads off.] This is one of my ’appy moments- 

myrtle: Here, take your tea and be quiet. 
albert: Its all your fault, anyway. 
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myrtle: I don’t know to what you’re referring, I’m sure. 
ALBERT: I was thinking of to-night- 

myrtle: If you don’t learn to behave yourself there won’t 

be a to-night—or any other night, either- 

albert : 

“I’m in love again, and the spring is coming. 

I’m in love again, hear my heart-strings humming-” 

myrtle: Will you hold your noise? 
albert: Give us a kiss. 
myrtle: I’ll do no such thing. 

albert: Just a quick one—across the counter. [He grabs her 
arm across the counter,] 
myrtle: Albert, stop it! 
albert: Come on—there’s a love. 
myrtle: Let go of me this minute. 
albert: Come on, just one. 

They scuffle for a moment, upsetting a neat pile of ca\es on 
to the floor, 

myrtle: Now look at me Banburys—all over the floor. 
albert bends down to pic\ them up, Stanley enters, 

STANLEY: Just in time—or born in the vestry. 
myrtle: You shut your mouth and help Mr. Godby pick up 
them cakes. 

STANLEY: Anything to oblige. [He helps albert.] 

ALEC and LAURA comc in. laura goes to their usual table, alec 
goes to the counter. 

alec: Good afternoon. 

MYRTLE [grandly] : Good afternoon. 
alec: Two teas, please. 
myrtle: Cake or pastry? 
alec: No, thank you—just the tea. 
albert [conversationally] : Nice weather. 
alec: Very nice. 

ALBERT : Bit of a nip in the air, though. 
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MYRTLE, having given alec two cups of tea, and ta\en the 
money for it, turns to Stanley. 

myrtle: What are you standing there gaping at? 

Stanley: Where’s Beryl? 

myrtle: Never you mind about Beryl, you ought to be on 
Number 4, and well you know it. 

ALBERT [reflectively^ : Love’s young dream! 

ALEC, meanwhile, has carried the two cups of tea over to the 
table and sat down. 

STANLEY: There’s been a run on the Cadbury’s nut milk this 
afternoon; I shall need some more. 

MYRTLE [lool(ing at his tray^i How many have you got left? 
STANLEY: Only three. 

myrtle: Take six more then, and don’t forget to mark ’em 
down. 

STANLEY: Righto. 

STANLEY goes behind the counter and collects six packets of 
chocolate, then he goes out whistling. 
alec: I didn’t mean to be unkind. 

Laura: It doesn’t matter. 

A YOUNG man comes in and goes to the counter. 

YOUNG man: Cup of coffee, please, and a beef sandwich. 
myrtle: We’re out of beef—will ham do? 

YOUNG man: Yes—ham’ll do. 

albert winks at myrtle over his tea-cup. myrtle draws a cup 
of coffee for the young man and takes a sandwich out of one 
of the glass stands. 

alec: We can’t part like this. 

Laura: I think it would be better if we did, 
alec; You don’t really mean that? 

Laura: I’m trying to mean it —I’m trying with all my strength. 

alec: Oh, my dearest dear-- 

Laura: Don’t— please don’t—— 

MYRTLE [to young man]: Fourpencc, please. 
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YOUNG man: Thank you, [He pays, and carries his coffee and 
sandunch over to the table near the stove.] 
albert: It is all right about to*night, isn’t it? 
myrtle: I’ll think about it. 
albert: It’s Claudette Colbert, you know. 

myrtle: Fat chance I shall get of enjoying Claudette Colbert 
with you hissing in me ear all the time. 
albert: I’ll be as good as gold. 

BERYL enters in a coat and hat—she goes behind the counter. 
alec: It’s no use running away from the truth, darling—we’re 
lovers, aren’t we? If it happens or if it doesn’t, we’re lovers in 
our hearts. 

Laura: Can’t you see how wrong it is? How dreadfully 
wrong! 

alec: I can see what’s true—whether it’s wrong or right. 
BERYL [takjng off her hat and coat] : Mr. Saunders wants you, 
Mr. Godby. 

albert: What for? 
beryl: I don’t know. 

myrtle: You’d better go, Albert, you know what he is. 
albert: I know ’e’s a bloody fool, if that’s what you mean. 
myrtle: Be quiet, Albert—in front of Beryl. 
beryl: Don’t mind me. 
myrtle: Go on—finish up your tea. 

albert: No peace for the wicked- 

myrtle: Go on- 

albert; I’ll be back -- 

myrtle; That’ll be nice, I’m sure- 

albert goes. 

myrtle retires to the upper end of the counter, beryl goes off 
and comes on again laden with various packages of comestibles. 
She and myrtle proceed to stac^ them on the upstage end of 
the counter. 

alec {^urgently] : There’s no chance of Stephen getting back 
until late—nobody need ever know. 
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LAURA: It’s SO furtive to love like that—so cheap—much better 
not to love at all, 

alec: It’s too late not to love at all—be brave—we’re both in' 
the same boat—let’s be generous to each other. 

LAURA : What is there brave in it—sneaking away to some¬ 
one else’s house, loving in secret with the horror of being 
found out hanging over us all the time. It would be far 
braver to say good-bye and never see each other again. 

alec: Could you be as brave as that? I know I couldn’t. 

LAURA [breathlessly^'. Couldn’t you? 

alec: Listen, my dear. This is something that’s never hap¬ 
pened to either of us before. We’ve loved before and been 
happy before, and miserable and contented and reckless, but 
this is different—something lovely and strange and desperately 
difficult. W^e can’t measure it along with the values of our 
ordinary lives. 

LAURA: Why should it be so important—why should we let 
it be so important? 

alec: We can’t help ourselves. 

Laura: We can—we can if only we’re strong enough. 

alec: Why is it so strong to deny something that’s urgent 
and real—-something that all our instincts are straining after 

mightn’t it be weak and not strong at all to run away from 
such tremendous longing? 

LAURA: Is it so real to you? So tremendous? 

alec: Can’t you see that it is? 

LAURA: It’s so difficult, so strained. I’m lost. 

alec: Don’t say that, darling. 

Laura: Loving you is hard for me—it makes me a stranger 
in my own house. Familiar things, ordinary things that I’ve 
known for years like the dining-room curtains, and the wooden 
tub with a silver top that holds biscuits and a water-colour of 
San Remo that my mother painted,^look odd to me, as though 
they belonged to someone else—when I’ve just left you, when 
I go home. I’m more lonely than I’ve ever been before. I passed 
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the house the other day without noticing and had to turn back, 
and when I went in it seemed to draw away from me—my 
whole life seems to be drawing away from me, and—and I 
don’t know what to do. 
alec: Oh, darling- 

Laura: I love them just the same, Fred I mean and the chil¬ 
dren, but it’s as though it wasn’t me at all—as though I were 
looking on at someone else. Do you know what I mean.? Is it 

the same with you.? Or is it easier for men- 

alec: I don’t know. 

Laura; Please, dear, don’t look 
really I’m not- 

alec: I don’t suppose being in love has ever been easy for 
anybody. 

LAURA [reaching for his hand]: We’ve only got a few more 
minutes—I didn’t mean to be depressing. 

alec: It isn’t any easier for me, darling, honestly it isn’t. 
LAURA: I know, I know—I only wanted reassuring. 
alec: I hold you in my arms all the way back in the train— 
I’m angry with every moment that I’m not alone—to love you 
uninterrupted—whenever my surgery door opens and a patient 
comes in, my heart jumps in case it might be you. One of them 
I’m grateful to—he’s got neuritis, and I give him sun-ray treat¬ 
ment—he lies quite quietly baking, and I can be with you in 
the shadows behind the lamp. 

LAURA : How silly we are—how unbearably silly I 
alec : Friday — Saturday — Sunday — Monday — Tuesday — 

Wednesday- 

LAURA: Thursday- 

alec: It’s all right, isn’t it? 

LAURA: Oh, yes—of course it is. 

ALEC : Don’t pass the house again—don’t let it snub you. 
Go boldly in and stare that damned water-colour out of coun¬ 
tenance. 


unhappy. I’m not grumbling, 


[240] 



STILL LIFE 

LAURA: All right—don’t bake your poor neuritis man too long 
—you might blister him. 

The continuation of their scene is drowned by the noisy en¬ 
trance of two soldiers, bill and johnnie. They go to the 
counter. 

bill: Afternoon, lady. 

MYRTLE [grandly]: Good afternoon. 
bill: a couple of splashes, please. 
myrtle: Very sorry, it’s out of hours, 
johnnie: Come on, lady—you’ve got a kind face. 
myrtle: That’s neither here nor there. 

bill: Just sneak us a couple under cover of them poor old 
sandwiches. 

myrtle: Them sandwiches were fresh this morning, and I 
shall do no such thing. 

bill: Come on, be a sport. 
johnnie: Nobody’d know. 

myrtle: I’m very sorry, I’m sure, but it’s against the rules, 
bill: You could pop it into a couple of tea-cups. 
myrtle: You’re asking me to break the law, young man. 
johnnie: I think I’ve got a cold coming on—we’ve been 
mucking about at the Butts all day—you can’t afford to let thq 
army catch cold, you know. 

myrtle: You can have as much as you want after six o’clock. 
bill: An ’eart of stone—that’s what you’ve got, lady—an 
’cart of stone. 

myrtle: Don’t you be cheeky, 

johnnie: My throat’s like a parrot’s cage—listen I [He makes 
a cradling noise with his throat.] 

myrtle: Take some lemonade then—or ginger-beer. 
bill: Couldn’t touch it—against doctor’s orders—my inside’s 
been most peculiar ever since I ’ad trench feet—you wouldn’t 

give a child carbolic acid, would you? That’s what ginger-beer 
does to me. 

myrtle: Get on with youl 
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Johnnie: It's true—it’s poison to him, makes ’im make the 
most ’orrible noises—you wouldn’t like anything nasty to ’appen 
in your posh bufJay- 

myrtle: May licence does not permit me to serve alcohol 
out of hours—that’s final! 

JOHNNIE: We’re soldiers we are—willing to lay down our lives 

for you—and you grudge us one splash- 

myrtle: You wouldn’t want to get me into trouble, would you? 
bill: Give us a chance, lady, that’s all—^just give us a chance. 
'They both roar with laughter. 

myrtle: Beryl, ask Mr. Godby to come ’ere for a moment, 
will you? 

beryl: Yes, Mrs. Bagot. 

She comes out from behind the counter and goes on to the 
platform. 

Bnx: Who’s ’e when *e’s at home? % 

myrtle: You’ll soon see —coming in here cheeking me. 

JOHNNIE: Now then, now then—naughty naughty-- 

myrtle: Kaindly be quiet! 

bill: Shut up, Johnnie- 

JOHNNIE : What about them drinks, lady? 

myrtle: I’ve already told you I can’t serve alcoholic refresh¬ 
ment out of hours- 

JOHNNIE : Come off it, mother, be a pall 

MYRTLE [losing her temper'll I’ll give you mother, you saucy 

upstart- s 

bill: Who are you calling an upstart! 

myrtle: You—and I’ll trouble you to get out of here double 
quick—disturbing the customers and making a nuisance o£ 

JOHNNIE: ’Ere, where’s the fire—where’s the fire! 
albert godby enters, followed by beryl, 
albert: What’s going on in ’ere! 

myrtle [with dignityl : Mr. Godby, these gentlemen are an¬ 
noying me. 
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bill: We ’avcn’t done anything. 

joH>nwiE: All we did was ask for a couple of drinks_ 

myrtle: They insulted me, Mr. Godby, 

JOHNNIE; We never did nothing of the sort—just ’avine a 
little joke, that’s all.^ 

ALBERT \laconically'\ : ’Op it—both of you. 

bill: We’ve got a right to stay ’ere as long as we like. 

albert: You ’eard what I said—’Op itl 

JOHNNIE: What is this, a free country or a bloody Sunday 
school? 

ALBERT \firmly\ : I checked your passes at the gate—your 
train’s due in a minute—Number 2 platform—’Op it. 

JOHNNIE : Look ’ere now- 


bill: Come on, Johnnie—don 
basket. 


ALBERT \dang€rously'\ \ ’Op it! 

BILL and JOHNNIE go to the door, johnnie turns. 

JOHNNIE; Toodle-00, mother, and if them sandwiches were 

made this morning, you’re Shirley Temple- 

They go out. 


myrtle: Thank you, Albert. 

beryl: What a nerve talking to you like that! 

^ myrtle: Be quiet. Beryl—pour me out a nip of Three Star— 
I’m feeling quite upset. 

albert: I’ve got to get back to the gate. 

MYRTLE [graciously^ : I’ll be seeing you later, Albert. 

ALBERT [u/ith a : Okay! 

He goes out, 

A train bell rings, beryl brings myrtle a glass of brandy. 

MYRTLE [sipping />]: I’ll say one thing for Albert Godby—he 
may be on the small side, but ’e’s a gentleman. 

She and beryl retire once more to the upper end of the 
counter and continue their arrangement of bottles, biscuits, etc. 
There is the sound of a train drau/ing into the station. 

Laura: There’s your train. 
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alec: I’m going to miss it. 

LAURA: Please go. 
alec: No. 

LAURA [clasping and unclasping her hands] : I wish I could 
think clearly. I wish I could know—^really know what to do. 
alec: Do you trust me.^ 

LAURA: Yes—I trust you. 

alec: I don’t mean conventionally—I mean really. 

LAURA: Yes. 

alec: Everything’s against us—all the circumstances of our 
lives—those have got to go on unaltered. We’re nice people, 
you and I, and we’ve got to go on being nice. Let’s enclose this 
love of ours with real strength, and let that strength be that 
no one is hurt by it except ourselves. 

LAURA: Must we be hurt by it? 
alec: Yes—when the time comes. 

LAURA: Very well. 

alec: All the furtiveness and the secrecy and the hole-in- 
corner cheapness can be justified if only we’re strong enough— 
strong enough to keep it to ourselves, clean and untouched by 
anybody else’s knowledge or even suspicion—something of our 

own for ever—to be remembered- 

LAURA : Very well. 

alec: We won’t speak of it any more—I’m going now—back 
to Stephen’s flat. I’ll wait for you—if you don’t come I shall 
know only that you weren’t quite ready—that you needed a 
little longer to find your own dear heart. This is the address. 

He scribbles on a bit of paper as the express thunders through 
the station. Me gets up and goes swiftly without looking at her 
again. She sits staring at the paper, then she fumbles in her 
bag and finds a cigarette. She lights it—the platform bell goes. 
myrtle: There’s the 5.43. 

beryl: We ought to have another Huntley and Palmer’s to 
put in the middle, really. 

myrtle: There are some more on the shelf. 
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BERYL fetches another packet of biscuits and ta\es it to 
MYRTLE. There is the noise of the 5.43— laura’s trainsteaming 
tnto the station, Iaura sits puffing her cigarette. Suddenly she 
gets up—gathers up her bag quickly^ and moves towards the 
door. She pauses and comes bac\ to the table as the whistle 
blows. The tram starts, she puts the paper in her bag and goes 
quietly out as the lights fade. 


SCENE IV 

The time is about 9.45 on an evening in December, 

There are only two lights on in the refreshment room as it 
ts nearly closing time. 

When the scene starts the stage is empty. There is the noise 
Of a fast tram rattling through the station. 

ber^ comes in from the upstage door behind the counter 
armed with several muslin cloths which she proceeds to drape 
over the things on the counter. She hums breathily to herself 

as she does so. Stanley enters, he has discarded his uniform and 
IS wearing his ordinary clothes. 

STANLEY: Hallo! 

beryl: You made me jump. 

STANLEY; Are you walking home? 
beryl: Maybe. 

STANLEY: Do you want me to wait? 

beryl; IVc got to go straight back. 

Stanley: Why? 

beryl; Mother’ll be waiting up. 

STANLEY; Can’t you say you’ve been kept late? 
beryl: I said that last time. 

STANLEY; Say it again—say there’s been a rush on. 

beryl: Don’t be so silly— Mother’s not that much of a fool. 

STANLEY: Be a sport. Beryl—shut down five minutes early 
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and say you was kept ten minutes late—that gives us a quarter 
o£ an hour. 

beryl: What happens if Mrs. Bagot comes back? 

STANLEY: She won’t—she’s out having a bit of a slap and 
tickle with our Albert. 

beryl: Stan, you arc awdul! 

STANLEY: ril wait for you in the yard. 
beryl: Oh, all right. 

STANLEY goes OUt. 

beryl resumes her song and the draping of the cake stands,, 
LAURA enters—she looks pale and unhappy. 

Laura: I’d like a glass of brandy, please. 
beryl: We’re just closing. 

Laura: I see you are, but you’re not quite closed yet, are you? 
beryl [sullenly\i Three Star? 

LAURA: Yes, that’ll do. 

beryl [getting it]: Tenpence, please. 

LAURA [taking money from her bag]: Here—and—have you a 
piece of paper and an envelope? 

beryl: I’m afraid you’ll have to get that at the bookstall. 
LAURA: The bookstall’s shut—please—^it’s very important— 

should be so much obliged- 

beryl: Oh, all right—wait a minute. 

She goes off. 

LAURA sips the brandy at the counter, she is obviously trying 
to control her nerves, beryl returns with some notepaper and 
an envelope. 

LAURA: Thank you so much. 

beryl: We close in a few minutes, you know. 

LAURA: Yes, I know. 

She tak^s the notepaper and her brandy over to the table by 
the door and sits down. She stares at the paper for a moment, 
tak^s another sip of brandy and then begins to write, beryl 
look^ at her with exasperation and goes off through the upstage 
door. LAURA falters in her writing, then breaks down and buries 
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her face in her hands, alec comes in—he loo^s hopelessly round 
for a moment, and then sees her. 
alec: Thank God—oh, darling! 
latjra: Please go away—please don’t say anything. 
alec: I can’t let you go like this. 

LAURA: You must. It’ll be better—really it will. 

ALEC [sitting down beside her]: You’re being dreatlfully crueL 
LAURA: I feel so utterly degraded. 

alec: It was just a beastly accident that he came back early— 
he doesn’t know who you are—he never even saw you. 

LAURA: I listened to your voices in the sitting-room—I crept 
out and down the stairs—feeling like a prostitute. 

alec: Don’t, dearest—don’t talk like that, please- 

LAURA [bitterly]: I suppose he laughed, didn’t he—after he 
got over being annoyed? I suppose you spoke of me together 
as men of the world. 

alec: We didn’t speak of you—we spoke of a nameless crea¬ 
ture who had no reality at all. 

LAURA [wildly]: Why didn’t you tell him the truth? Why 
didn’t you say who I was and that we were lovers—shameful 
secret lovers—using his flat like a bad house because we had 
nowhere else to go, and were afraid of being found out! Why 
didn’t you tell him we were cheap and low and without courage 
—why didn’t you- 

alec: Stop it, Laura—pull yourself together! 

LAURA: It’s true—don’t you see, it’s true! 

alec: It’s nothing of the sort. I know you feel horrible, and 
I’m deeply, desperately sorry. I feel horrible, too, but it doesn’t 
matter really—this—this unfortunate, damnable incident—it was 
just bad luck. It couldn’t affect us really, you and me—we 

know the truth—we know we really love each other—that’s all 
that matters, 

laxjra: It isn’t all that matters—other things matter, too, self- 
respect matters, and decency—I can’t go on any longer. 
alec: Could you really—say good-bye—not see me any more? 
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LAURA: Yes—if you’d help me- 

There is silence for a moment, alec gets up aiid walkj about — 
he stops and stands staring at a coloured calendar on the walL 
alec [quietly, with his bac\ to her^ : I love you, Laura—I 
shall love you always until the end of my life—^all the shame 
that the world might force on us couldn’t touch the real truth 
of it. I can’t look at you now because I know something—I 
know that this is the beginning of the end—not the end of my 
loving you—^but the end of our being together. But not quite 
yet, darling—please not quite yet. 

LAURA: Very well—not quite yet. 

alec:' I know what you feel—about this evening, I mean— 
about the beastliness of it. I know about the strain of our differ¬ 
ent lives, our lives apart from each other. The feeling of guilt— 
of doing wrong is a little too strong, isn’t it? Too persistent 
—perhaps too great a price to pay for the few hours of happh 
ness we get out of it. I know all this because it’s the same for 
me, too. 

LAURA: You can look at me now—^I’m all right. 

ALEC [turning]: Let’s be careful—let’s prepare ourselves—a 
sudden break now, however brave and admirable, would be too 
cruel—we can’t do such violence to our hearts and minds. 
LAURA: Very well. 
alec: I’m going away. 

LAURA : I see. 

alec: But not quite yet. 

LAURA : Please not quite yet. 

BERYL enters in hat and coat, 
beryl: I’m afraid it’s closing time. 
alec: Oh, is it? 

beryl: I shall have to lock up. 

alec: This lady is catching the lo.io—she’s not feeling very 
well, and it’s very cold on the platform. 
beryl: The waiting-room’s open. 
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ALEC [going to counter] : Look here—^I’d be very much obliged 
if you*d let us stay here for another few minutes. 
beryl: I’m sorry—it’s against the rules. 

ALEC [giving her a ten-shilling note]\ Please—come back to 
lock up when the train comes in. 

beryl: I’ll have to switch off the lights—someone might see 
’em on and think we were open. 

alec: Just for a few minutes—please I 
beryl: You won’t touch anything, will you? 
alec: Not a thing. 
beryl: Oh, all right. 

She switches off the lights. The lamp from the platform 
shines in through the window so it isn't quite dar\. 
alec: Thank you very much. 

beryl goes out by the platform door, closing it behind her, 

Laura: Just a few minutes. 

alec: Let’s have a cigarette, shall we? 

Laura: I have some. [She tabes her bag up from the table.'] 
[producing his case] : No, here. [He lights their cigarettes 
carefully.] Now then-—I want you to promise me something. 
LAURA: What is it? 

alec: Promise me that however unhappy you are, and how¬ 
ever much you think things over that you’ll meet me next 
Thursday as usual. 

LAURA: Not at the flat. 

alec: No- —be at the Picture House cafe at the same time. 1*11 
hire a car—we’ll drive out into the country. 

Laura: All right—^I promise. 

alec: ^Ve’ve got to talk—I’ve got to explain. 

Laura: About going away? 
alec: Yes. 

Laura: Where are you going? Where can you go? You can’t 
give up your practice! 

alec; Ivc had a job offered me—wasn’t going to tell you—• 
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I wasn’t going to take it—but I must—I know now, it’s the 
only way out. 

Laura: Where? 

alec: a long way away—Johannesburg. 

LAURA [hopelessly\i Oh God I 

ALEC [hurriedly'^ : My brother’s out there—they’re opening a 
new hospital—they want me in it. It’s a fine opportunity, really. 
I’ll take Madeleine and the boys, it’s been torturing me for 
three weeks, the necessity of making a decision one way or the 
other—I haven’t told anybody, not even Madeleine. I couldn’t 
bear the idea of leaving you, but now I see—^it’s got to happen 
soon, anyway—it’s almost happening already. 

LAURA [tonelessly^i When will you go? 

alec: In about two months’ time. 

LAURA: It’s quite near, isn’t it? 

alec: Do you want me to stay? Do you want me to turn 
down the offer? 

LAURA: Don’t be foolish, Alec. 

alec: I’ll do whatever you say, 

LAURA; That’s unkind of you, my darling. [She suddenly buries 
her head in her arms and bursts into tears,^ 

ALEC [putting his arms around her\ : Oh, Laura, don’t, please 
don’t I 

LAURA: I’ll be all right—leave me alone a minute. 

alec: I love you—^I love you. 

Laura: I know. 

alec: We knew we’d get hurt. 

LAURA [sitting up] : I’m being very stupid. 

ALEC [giving her his handkerchief] : Here. 

LAURA [blowing her nose]\ Thank you. 

The platform bell goes. 

There’s my train. 

alec: You’re not angry with me, are you? 

LAURA: No, I’m not angry—I don’t think I’m anything, really 
—I feel just tired. 
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alec: Forgive me. 

LAURA: Forgive you for what? 

alec: For everything—^for having met you in the first place—■ 
for taking the piece of grit out of your eye—for loving you—^for 
bringing you so much misery. 

LAURA \trying to stnile'\: Ill forgive you—if youll forgive 
me- 

There is the noise of a train pulling into the station, beryl 
enters, laura and alec get up. 
alec: Ill see you into the train. 

LAURA: No— please stay here. 
alec: All right. 

LAURA \_softly ~\: Good night, darling. 
alec: Good night, darling. 

She goes hurriedly out on to the platform without looking 
back^. 

alec: The last train for Churley hasn’t gone yet, has it? 
beryl: I couldn’t say, I’m sure. 

alec: Ill wait in the waiting-room—thank you very much. 
beryl: I must lock up now. 
alec: All right. Good night. 
beryl: Good night. 

The train starts as he goes out on to the platform. 

beryl loc\s the door carefully after him, and then goes o 0 
upstage as the lights fade. 


SCENE V 

The time is between 5 and 5.30 on an afternoon in March, 
MYRTLE is behind the counter, beryl is crouching over the stove 
putting coals in it. albert enters. 

albert [gfl/Zy]: One tea, please—^two lumps of sugar, and a 
bath bun, and make it snappy, 
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myktle: What’s the matter with you? 
albert: Beryl, ’op it, 

myrtle: Don’t you go ordering Beryl about—you haven’t any 
right to. 

albert: You heard me. Beryl —’Op it. 

BERYL \_giggling\ : Well, I never! 

myrtle: Go into the back room a minute. Beryl. 

beryl: Yes, Mrs. Bagot. 

She goes, 

myrtle: Now then, Albert—you behave—we don’t want the 
whole station laughing at us. 

albert: What is there to laugh at? 
myrtle: Here’s your tea. 
albert: How d’you feel? 

myrtle: Don’t talk so soft—how should I feel? 
albert: I only wondered— [He leans toward her^ 
myrtle: Look out—somebody’s coming in. 
albert: It’s only Romeo and Juliet. 

LAURA and alec come in, laura goes to the table, alec to the 
counter, 

alec: Good afternoon. 

myrtle: Good afternoon—same as usual? 
alec: Yes, please. 

myrtle [drawing re«] : Quite Springy out, isn’t it? 
alec: Yes—quite. 

He pays her, collects the tea and carries it over to the table — 
something in his manner causes albert to make a grimace over 
his tea-cup at myrtle, alec sits down at the table, and he and 
LAURA sip their tea in silence, 

albert: I spoke to Mr. Saunders. 
myrtle: What did he say? 

albert: ’E was very decent as a matter-of-fact—said it’d be 
all right- 

MILDRED comes in hurriedly. She is a fair girl wearing a station 
overall, 
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MILDRED: Is Beryl here? 

myrtle: Why, Mildred, whatever’s the matter? 

MILDRED: It’s her mother—she’s bad again—they telephoned 
through to the Booking Office. 

myrtle; She’s inside—you’d better go in. Don’t go yelling in 
at her now—tell her gently. 

MILDRED: They said she’d better come at once. 
myrtle: I thought this was going to happen—stay here, 
Mildred. I’ll tell her. Wait a minute, Albert. 
myrtle vanishes into the inside room. 
albert; Better get back to the bookstall, hadn’t you? 
mdldred: Do you think she’s going to die? 
albert: How do I know? 

MILDRED: Mr. Saunders thinks she is —judging by what the 
doctor said on the telephone. 

albert: ’Ow do you know it was the doctor? 

MILDRED: Mr. Saunders said it was. 

albert: She’s always being took bad, that old woman. 

MILDRED: Do you think Beryl would like me to go along with 
her? 

albert: You can’t, and leave nobody on the papers. 

MILDRED: Mr. Saunders said I might if it was necessary. 

albert: Well, go and get your ’at then, and don’t make such 
a fuss. 

MYRTLE comes bac^. 

myrtle: She’s going at once, poor little thing! 
albert: Mildred’s going with her. 
myrtle: All right, Mildred—go on. 

MILDRED \half-way to the door]: What about me ’at? 
myrtle: Never mind about your ’at—go this way. 

MILDRED rushes off upstage. 

myrtle: Poor child—this has been hanging over her for 
weeks. [She puts her head round the door.] Mildred, tell Beryl 
she needn’t come back to-night. I’ll stay on. 
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albert: ’Ere, you can’t do that, we was going to the Broadway 
Melody of 1936. 

myrtle: For shame, Albert—thinking of the Broadway Mel¬ 
ody of 1936 in a moment of life and death! 
albert: But look ’ere. Myrtle- 

myrtle: I dreamt of a hearse last night, and whenever I 

dream of a hearse something happens—you mark my words- 

albert: I’ve got reserved tickets- 

myrtle: Send Stanley to change them on his way home. 
Come in ’ere when you go off and I’ll make you a little supper 
inside. 

ALBERT [grutnbily\ : Everybody getting into a state and fuss¬ 
ing about- 

myrtle; You shock me, Albert, you do really—go on, finish 
up your tea and get back to the gate. [She turns and goes to the 
upper end of the counter.\ 

ALBERT gulps hts tea. 

ALBERT [slamming the cup down on the counter^'. Women! 
Me stamps out on to the platform. 
alec: Are you all right, darhng? 

LAURA : Yes, I’m all right. 

alec: I wish I could think of something to say. 

LAURA: It doesn’t matter—not saying anything, I mean. 
alec: I’ll miss my train and wait to see you into yours. 

LAURA: No—no—please don’t. I’ll come over to your platform 
with you—I’d rather. 
alec: Very well. 

LAURA : Do you think we shall ever sec each other again? 
alec: I don’t know. [His voice breads.] Not for years, anyway. 
LAURA: The children will all be grown up—I wonder if they’ll 
ever meet and know each other. 

alec: Couldn’t I write to you—just once in a while? 

LAURA : No—please not—we promised we wouldn’t. 
alec: Please know this—please know that you’ll be with me 
for ages and ages yet—far away into the future. Time will wear 
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down the agony of not seeing you, bit by bit the pain will go 

—but the loving you and the memory of you won’t ever go_ 

please know that. 

Laura: I know it. 

alec: It’s easier for me than for you. I do realise that, really I 
do. I at least will have different shapes to look at, and new 
work to do—you have to go on 
heart aches for you so. 

Laura: I’ll be all right. 
alec: I love you with all my heart and soul. 

LAURA \quietly^x I want to die—if only I could die. 

ALEC: If you died you’d forget me—I want to be remembered. 
Laura: Yes, I know—I do, too. 
alec: Good-bye, my dearest love. 

LAURA: Good-bye, my dearest love. 
alec: We’ve still got a few minutes, 

LAURA: Thank God- 1 

DOLLY messiter bustlcs into the refreshment room. She is a 
nicely dressed woman, with rather a fussy manner. She is laden 
with parcels. She sees laura. 


among familiar things—my 


dolly: Laura! What a lovely surprise! 
LAURA \^daz€d^'. Oh, Dolly! 


dolly: My dear, I’ve been shopping till I’m dropping—that 
sounds like a song, doesn’t it? My feet are nearly falling off, 
and my throat s parched. I thought of having tea in Spindle’s, 
but I was terrified of losing the train. I’m always missing trains, 
and being late for meals, and Bob gets disagreeable for days at 
a time. Oh, dear—— [She flops down at their table.^ 

Laura: This is Doctor Harvey. 
alec [rising^: How do you do! 


DOLLY [shading hands]: How do you do! W^ould you be a 
perfect dear and get me a cup of tea! I don’t think I could 
drag my poor old bones as far as the counter. I must get some 
chocolates for Tony, too, but I can do that afterwards—here’s 


sixpence 
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ALEC [waving it away"] : No, please—^ 

He goes drearily over to the counter, gets another cup of tea 
from MYRTLE, pays for it and comes bac\ to the table, mean^ 
while DOLLY continues to tal\. 

dolly: My dear—what a nice-looking man. Who on earth is 
he? Really, you’re quite a dark horse. I shall telephone Fred in 
the morning and make mischief—that is a bit of luck, I haven’t 
seen you for ages, and I’ve been meaning to pop in, but Tony’s 
had measles, you know, and I had all that avv^ul fuss about 
Phyllis—but of course you don’t know—she left me! Suddenly 
upped and went, my dear, without even an hour’s warning, let 
alone a month’s notice. 

LAURA [with an effort^ : Oh, how dreadful! 

dolly: Mind you, I never cared for her much, but still Tony 
did. Tony adored her, and—but, never mind, 1*11 tell you all 
about that in the train. 

ALEC arrives bac\ at the table with her tea—he sits down again* 
Thank you so very much. They’ve certainly put enough milk in 
it—but still it’s wet and that’s all one can really ask for in a 
refreshment room- [She sips it*] Oh, dear—no sugar. 

alec: It’s in the spoon. 

dolly: Oh, of course—what a fool I am—Laura, you look 
frightfully well. I do wish I’d known you were coming in 
to-day, we could have come together and lunched and had a 
good gossip. I loathe shopping by myself, anyway. 

There is the sound of a bell on the platform* 

LAURA : There’s your train. 

alec: Yes, I know. 

dolly: Aren’t you coming with us? 

alec: No, I go in the opposite direction. My practice is in 
Churley. 

dolly: How interesting! What sort of a doctor are you? I 
mean, are you a speciaHst at anything or just a sort of general 

family doctor? 

alec: I’m a general practitioner at the moment. 
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LAURA \dully\ : Dr. Harvey is going out to Africa next week. 
dolly: But, my dear, how thrilling! Are you going to operate 
on the Zulus or something ? I always associate Africa with 
Zulus, but I may be quite wrong. 

There is the sound of alec’s train approaching, 
alec: I must go. 

LAURA: Yes, you must. 
alec: Good-bye. 
dolly: Good-bye, 

He shakes hands with dolly, loo\s at laura swiftly once, then 
presses her hand under cover of the table and leaves hurriedly 
as the train is heard rumbling into the station, laura sits quite 


still, 

dolly: He’ll have to run—he’s got to get right over to the 
other platform. How did you meet him? 

laura: I got something in my eye one day, and he took it out. 
dolly: My dear—how very romantic! I’m always getting 
things in my eye and nobody the least bit attractive has ever 
paid the faintest attention—which reminds me—you know 
about Harry and Lucy Jenner, don’t you? 

LAtmA [listening for the train to start]: No—what about 
them? 

dolly; My dear—they’re going to get a divorce—at least I 
believe they’re getting a conjugal separation, or whatever it is 
to begin with, and the divorce later on. 

The train starts, and the sound of it dies gradually away in 
the distance. 

It seems that there’s an awful Mrs, Something or other in 
London that he’s been carrying on with for ages—you know 
how he was always having to go up on business. Well, appar¬ 
ently Lucy’s sister saw them, Harry and this woman, in the 
Tate Gallery of all places, and she wrote to Lucy, and then 
gradually the whole thing came out. 

There is the sound of a bell on the platform. 
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Is that our train? [She addresses myrtle.] Can you tell me, is 
that the Ketch worth train? 
myrtle: No, that’s the express. 

LAURA: The boat train. 

dolly: Oh, yes—that doesn’t stop, does it? Express trains are 
Tony’s passion in life—he knows them all by name—where they 
start from and where they go to, and how long they take to 
get there. Oh, dear, I mustn’t forget his chocolate. [She jumps 
up and goes to the counter^ 

LAURA remains quite still. 

[At counter,'] I want some chocolate, please. 
myrtle: Milk or plain? 

dolly: Plain, I think—or no, perhaps milk would be nicer. 
Have you any with nuts in it? 

The express is heard in the distance. 

myrtle: Nestle’s nut milk—shilling or sixpence? 

doily: Give me one plain and one nut milk. 

The noise of the express sounds louder — laura suddenly 
gets up and goes swiftly out on to the platform. The express 
roars through the station as dolly finishes buying and paying 
for her chocolate. She turns. 
dolly: Oh! where is she? 

myrtle [looking over the counter]'. I never noticed her go. 
dolly comes over to the table, laura comes in again, looking 
very white and shaky. 

dolly: My dear, I couldn’t think where you’d disappeared to. 
laura: I just wanted to see the express go through, 
dolly: What on earth’s the matter—do you feel ill? 
laura: I feel a little sick. 
dolly: Have you any brandy? 
myrtle: I’m afraid it’s out of hours. 

dolly: Surely—if someone’s feeling ill- 

laura: I’m all right, really. 

The platform bell goes. 

That’s our train. 
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doixy: Just a sip of brandy will buck 
Please- 


you up. [To MYRTLE.] 


myrtle: Very well. [She pours out some brandy^ 
dolly: How much? 


myrtle: Tenpence, please. 
dolly [paying her'\ : There! 

She ta^es the brandy over to laura, who has sat down again 
at the table. 


Here you are, dear. 


LAURA [talking it]: Thank you. 

As she sips it the train is heard coming into the station, dolly 
proceeds to gather up her parcels as the Curtain jails. 
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FAMILY ALBUM 

A Victorian Comedy with Music 







CHARACTERS 


JASPER FEATHERWAYS 

JANE, his wife 

LAVINIA FEATHERWAYS 
RICHARD FEATHERWAYS 
HARRIET WINTER 
CHARLES WINTER 
EMILY VALANCE 
EDWARD VALANCE 
BURROWS 

T^he actton of the play passes in the drawing-room of the 
Featherways house in ICent on an Autumn evening in 
the year i860. 

The scene is the drawing-room of the Featherways’ house in 
Kent not very far from London. 

It is an Autumn evening in the year i860. 

When the curtain rises the entire family is assembled. They 
are all in deep mourning. The music plays softly; an under^ 
current to grief. The family group would be static were it not 
for an occasional slight movement from one or other of them. 
Apart from the music there is silence for quite a while, emily, 
who is by the window, breads it. 







EMILY; It has stopped raining. 

RICHARD [moiling to the window ^: Not quite, Emily, but it is 
certainly clearing. 

lavinia: It was fitting that it rained to-day. It has been a sad 
day and rain became it. 

jasper: True, very true. 

jane: a little sunshine would have been much pleasanter 
nevertheless. 

jasper: Lavinia has a tidy mind. She likes life to be as neat 
as her handkerchief drawer. 

HARRIET; I hope Mr. Lubbock reached London safely. 

jane; Dear Mr. Lubbock. 

lavinia: Really Jane! 

jane: I think he’s a sweet man. He read the will with such 
sympathy. 

Harriet: He coughed a great deal, I thought. I wanted to give 
him one of my pastilles. 

Charles: I’m glad you didn’t, my dear, they have an alarming 
flavour and he was already considerably nervous. 

Harriet; They’re very efficacious. 

EMILY [pensively—at the window^ : I wonder i£ he knew. 

Edward: What was that, my love? 

EMILY: Papa—I wonder if he knew it was raining? 

lavinia: Perhaps he was watching—from somewhere above 
the trees. 

Harriet: Oh! Do you suppose he was! 

lavinia: I like to think it. 

jane: Do you, Lavinia? 

lavinia: Of course, 

jane: When I die I hope I shall go swiftly and not linger 
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above familiar trees. It must be painful to watch those you have 
left, in black and weeping. 

EMILY! Oh, don’t, Jane, don’t! [She u/eeps,'] 

EDWARD [comforting There, there, my dear. 

HARRIET! POOT Papa. 

EMILY! Poor dear Papa. 

The door opens quietly and burrows, a very aged butler, 
enters staggering under the weight of a heavy tray on which 
is a decanter containing Madeira, and the requisite number of 
glasses, 

RICHARD goes quickly and relieves him of it, 

RICHARD! Oh, Burrows, you should have let Martin carry the 
tray, it’s too heavy for you. 

BURROWS [cupping his ear with his hand\ : Pardon, Master 
Richard ? 

JASPER [bending down to him and spea\ing clearly\\ You 
should have let Martin carry the tray. Burrows, it’s too heavy 
for you. 

BURROWS! Martin is young, Mr. Jasper. He would have been 
out of tune with the evening’s melancholy. His very bearing 
would have been an intrusion. 

LAVINIA! Thank you. Burrows, that was very considerate 
of you. 

burrows: I beg your pardon, Miss Lavvy? 

LAVINIA [loudlyy. I said thank you. Burrows, that was very 
considerate of you. 

burrows; Your servant to the grave, Miss Lavvy. 

jane: Oh, Burrows! 

burrows: I beg your pardon. Ma’am? 

JANE [loudlyy I only said ‘Oh, Burrows,’ Burrows. 

burrows: Very good, Maam. 

BURROWS goes out, 

Harriet: Poor Burrows looks very depressed. 

JASPER! Burrows has looked depressed for at least thirty years. 

JANE! One could scarcely expect him to be hilarious now. 
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lavinia: Hilarious f Really, Jane. 

HARRIET: I think sorrow has increased his deafness. 
jasper: He was just as deaf last Christmas really, and that 
was a gay occasion. 

JANE [with meaning^: Gay! 

JASPER [reproi/ingly]: Hush, Jane. 

HARRIET: A bereavement in the house must affect the servants 
profoundly, although I must admit I heard Sarah singing in 
the pantry this morning. 

EMILY [horrified ]: This morning! 

HARRIET: It was quite early. 

lavinia: Disgraceful. 

HARRIET; She was singing very softly, and it was a hymn. 
lavinia; Nevertheless, I hope you scolded her. 

HARRIET: I hadn’t the heart, she has such a pretty voice. 
CHARLES: What hymn was it? 

HARRIET: ‘For those in peril on the sea.’ 
lavinia: Most inappropriate. 

jasper: Sarah’s young man is a sailor, you know, he’s on the 
Brilliant. 

CHARLES [with interest ]: That’s a Three Decker. 

EDWARD: She carries 114 thirty-two pounders, 2 sixty-eight 
pounders and 4 eighteen pounders. 

EMILY: Oh, Edward, how clever of you to know. 

RICHARD: A fine ship, I have seen her at anchor. 

CHARLES: Surely not a hundred and twenty guns? 

Edward: Yes, she is the same class as the Britannic and the 
Prince Regent. 

Richard: Cast-iron muzzle loaders, I presume? 

EDWARD [€nthusiastically]i Yes, their recoil is checked by stout 
rope breechings. 

CHARLES: How are they elevated? 

Edward: Quoins—and trained by handspikes. 

Richard: Oh—handspikes. 
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JANE [with slight fnoc\ery\. Handspikes, Lavinia—do you 
hear that?—they’re trained by handspikes! 

lavinia: I declare I’m more at sea than Sarah’s young man. 
jane: Oh, Lavvy—a joke—^how sweet! 

EMILY [hugging Aer]: Darling Lawy! 
lavinia: Behave, Emily—let me alone. 

jasper: It seems odd that the solemnity of this particular 
family reunion should be dissipated by gunnery. 
lavinia: Such irrelevance, on such a day. 

EDWARD: It was my fault, I apologise, 

jane: With so much to be done, so much to be decided. 
LAVINIA [raising her handkerchief to her eyes^: Oh, dearl 
jasper: Steel yourself, Lavinia—be brave. 
lavinia: ril try. 

Harriet: We must all try. 

charles and richard go to the table on which richard has 
placed the tray. 

Charles: Jane—a little wine? 
jane: Thank you, Charles. 

CHARLES: Harriet? 

HARRIET: Thank you, Charles. 
richard: a little Madeira, Emily? 

EMILY: Just a drop, please. 

RICHARD: Lavinia? 
lavinia: No, thank you. 

Harriet; Oh, Lavvy, a little sip would warm you. 
lavinia: I am not cold. 

JASPER [brusquelyY Come, Lawy, don’t be annoying. 

lavinia: How can you, Jasper- 

jasper: I insist—here- [He gives her a glass.] 

jane: We should drink a toast. 
lavinia: You should be ashamed. 

jane: Don’t be alarmed, I meant quite a gentle toast, 
richard: An excellent idea. 

CHARLES: Why not? 
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lavtnia: As though this were a moment for celebrating. 
CHARLES: Again—why not? 

JASPER [sternly^: Charles—behave yourself! 
jane: Charles is right. Why not indeed! 

lavinia: I am at a loss to understand your behaviour this 
evening, Jane. 

jane: a billiard room—I heard Charles and Harriet discussing 

it—they’re going to have a billiard room- 

Harriet: It’s an extravagance—I told Charles it was an ex¬ 
travagance. 

jane: Never mind, you can afford it now. 

CHARLES: That’s what I say. 

jane: Isn’t it splendid!—Isn’t it absolutely splendid? 
lavinia [immeasurably shocf{ed '\: What! 

jane: About Charles and Harriet being able to afford a bil¬ 
liard room, about Emily and Edward being able to send John 
and Curly to Eton, about you, Lavinia, being able to buy a little 

house anywhere you like, about Jasper and me living here- 

RICHARD: What about me? 

jasper: I think Crockford’s should be congratulated—that’s 
where all your money goes. 

Richard: Touche, Jasper— a new black fleece, though, for the 
blackest of black-sheep. 

EMILY: Where will you go, Lavvy? 

lavinia: I feel this conversation to be abominably out of place. 
jane: Darling, don’t be stuffy. 

lavinia: It is my father who has passed away, remember. 
jane: Jasper’s too, and Emily’s and Richard’s and Harriet’s. 
jasper: Leave Lavinia her decorum, Jane, polite grief should 
be respected. 

lavinia: Polite! Oh, Jasper! 

jasper: I am your brother, dear, I know your heart. 
jane: Smile, Lavinia— just once. 

EMILY: Yes, Lavvy, just one smile. 
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lavinia: You arc disgraceful, all of you—unfeeling and dis¬ 
graceful—am ashamed of you. 

jasper: Smile, then, and you can be ashamed of yourself as 
well. 

HARRIET: Please, Lawy. 

RICHARD: Come along, Lawy. 

jasper: Think, Lawy— 3 . little house in some gay country— 
France or Italy—youVe always loved foreigners—a little villa in 
the sun—you can paint your pictures—blue seas and cypresses 
—you could take tabby with you, she’s an insular cat but I 

doubt whether French or Italian mice taste so very different- 

jane: We’ll all come and stay with you, Lavinia. 

RICHARD: Hurrah, Lavinia—smile and say Hurrah I 

LAVINIA [struggling] : No—no- 

EMILY [flinging her arms round her]: Yes—yes- 

lavinia: Be still, Emily—for shame! 

HARRIET: Her mouth twitched—I saw it. 

JASPER [tickling the back of her n€c](\\ Come along, 
Lawy- 

LAVINIA [slapping his Hand ciwciy\ \ How dare you> Jasper! 
jane: Think of Mrs. Hodgson’s bonnet at the funeral—do 

you remember?—I nudged you- 

LAVINIA [breaking at last into laughter]* Oh, dear ^how horrid 
you all are—I hate you—it was the most ridiculous bonnet I 
ever saw—like a little black pie oh, dear 
jasper: Are your glasses charged? 
lavinia: No, Jasper, no—I don’t approve 

JASPER [raising his glass]*. To Mrs. Hodgson’s little black pie! 
ALL [raising their glasses]: Mrs. Hodgson’s little black pie! 
JASPER [triumphantly, as lavinia drinks]' There! 
lavinia chokes—everyone gathers round her and pats her on 

the back' 

Some more—quickly, Richard- 

RICHARD, CHARLES, EDWARD and JASPER refill all the glasses. 

lavinia: This is so wrong—so dreadfully wrong- 
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jasper: Another toast—be prepared- 

lavinia: Please, stop, Jasper—the servants will hear, 

JASPER [raising his glass] : To ourselves—a closely united fam¬ 
ily and the dear strangers who have joined us—I allude to you, 

Jane darling, and Charles and Edward- 

CHARLES: Does that mean that we three may not drink? 
jasper: Certainly not—drink to yourselves—to each other— 
and the happiness of us all. 

CHARLES: Good! 

Harriet: Do be quiet, Charles. 

jasper: Where was I? 

jane: The happiness of us all, my dear. 

jasper sings a short toast to each of them—everybody joins 
in. The tempo becomes more gay and there is much laughter 
as each individual is commented upon. 

The gaiety is interrupted by the cloc\ on the mantelpiece 
striding ten. 

down his glass. 

lavinia: Papa’s eight-day clock—he would never allow any¬ 
one to wind it but himself—who will wind it now? 

She bows her head, emily, jasper, Harriet and richard all sing 
sadly together. 

EMILY ^ 

JASPER f ‘Ah, who will wind it now—alack-a-day—who 
HARRIET / will wind it now!’ 

RICHARD * 

jane: Jasper, of course—don’t be so silly. 
jasper; Richard, be so kind as to ring for Burrows. 

RICHARD: Now? 

jasper: Yes, now. 
lavinia: The box? 
jasper: The box. 

Richard: Very well. 

He pulls the bell-rope by the fireplace. 
emily; Oh, dear! 


The music drops to the minor. 'Everyone puts 
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*rher€ is a gloomy silence for a moment, edward breads it, 
EDWARD \at the u/indou/\\ Look — there’s a squirrel! 

CHARLES \eagerly\ : Where ? 
edward: There— ^by the steps. 

RICHARD [joining them~\ : How can you tell—it’s so dark. 
EMILY: There’s only a little moon but enough to see by, look 
—there he goes—back into the wood. 

lavinia: Poor Papa—poor dear Papa—he’ll never see a squirrel 

again. 

HARRIET: E>on’t, Lavinia. 

jane: Do you think he would wish to?—mean—not to see 
any more squirrels is surely one of the lesser disadvantages of 

dying. 

LAVINIA [coldly\ : You take me too literally, Jane. 

EMILY [coming away from the window\x Oh, its all so dread¬ 
ful—death is so frightening. 
lavinia: So lonely. 
jasper: Lonelier even than life. 

JANE [hurt \: Jasper! 

jasper: Forgive me, my love—it was a generalisation. 
burrows enters. 

burrows: You rung, Mr. Jasper? 

jasper: We are ready for the box now. Burrows. 

burrows: Every one of them, Mr. Jasper—regulated to the 

minute—I did them myself. 

jasper: Not the clocks. Burrows, the box. 

burrows: I had a mort of trouble with the one in the library^” 
it struck fifteen three times—but I fixed it. [He gives a slight 

cackle and then controls himself.^ 

jasper: The box. Burrows—we want the box—I told you to 

have it brought down from the attic this morning. 
burrows: Oh, the trunk! Very well, Mr. Jasper. 

He goes off. 

lavinia: It seems callous somehow—so soon to pry upon 
Papa’s secrets. 
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jasper: Callous perhaps, but certainly necessary. 
jane: I observed one of his more open secrets at the back 
of church this morning. 
lavinia: What do you mean, Jane? 
jane: Mrs. Wynant. 

Harriet: That creature. 

jasper: Hush, Harriet—we cannot resent her grieving, too— 
in her own way. 

HARRIET: Nevertheless, I do resent it. 
lavinia: She should not have come. 

EMILY: Poor Mrs. Wynant. 

lavinia: Really, Emily—poor Mrs, Wynant indeed! 

EMILY: I was thinking of the will. 

RICHARD; It was perfectly just—she had no claim. 
jasper: No legal claim at any rate. 
lavinia: Jasper! 

jasper: It would be unchristian to deny her a certain moral 
right. 

CHARLES: Moral is hardly the word I should have chosen. 
jasper: Spoken like a soldier, Charles—and also, I’m afraid, 
like a gentleman. 

BURROWS enters* 

burrows: The box is outside, Mr. Jasper— if you and Mr. 

Richard—I would rather Martin did not enter- 

jane: Why, Burrows, it really wouldn’t matter. 
burrows: It isn’t the clatter. Ma’am, it’s his face, it’s so very 
hot and red—in this pale room—you understand? 
jasper: Very well. Burrows—come along, Richard, 

RICHARD and JASPER go out, 

burrows: Will there be any tea required. Ma’am? 
jane: Yes, please. Burrows—a little later. 

burrows [cupping his ear with his hand '\: I beg your pardon, 

Ma’am? 

ja^ [shouting]: A little later. Burrows. 
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BURROWS [respectfully'] : Oh, no. Ma’am—certainly not—not 
for the world. Ma’am. 

BURROWS goes out. 

jane; What could he have thought I said? 

CHARLES: I fear that we shall never know. 

RICHARD and JASPER rctum with a very dusty little trun 1 {. They 
put it down. 

jasper: Sarah has done her best with a duster, but I fear it 
needs scrubbing. 

RICHARD: Never mind. 

lavinia: The box. 

HARRIET; Oh, dear—the box. 

jasper: Yes, there it sits—reproaching us—almost frowning 
at us. 

jane: That little strap makes it look even more disagreeable 
than it really is. 

jasper: You have the key, Lavinia. You took it from Father’s 
chain. 

lavinia: Yes, it’s here. [She hands it to jasper.] You’re the 
eldest. 

jasper: Before opening it—before unearthing our dear Father’s 
secrets—I must most earnestly enjoin—complete discretion. 

CHARLES: Of course. 

jasper: You, Charles, and Edward, and my dear Jane- 

jane: Open it, Jasper, and don’t be silly. 

jasper: You cut me short, Jane, in the most frivolous way. 

jane: Never mind. 

Charles: We understand, Jasper—complete discretion. 

JANE [impatiently]'. Open it! 

JASPER [on his hj^ees]'. Poor Papal [He wrestles with the 

loc\.] The key doesn’t fit- [He lifts the lid.] It’s already 

open- [He puts his hand into the box and produces a gilt 

paper crown,] It’s the wrong box! 

lavinia: Oh, how stupid of Burrows! 

EMILY : A paper crown. 
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HARRIET: I remember it. 

RICHARD: Where’s the sceptre—there should be a sceptre, too 

—I made it myself from Uncle William’s walking-stick- 

[He searches in the box,\ 

EMILY: He was very angry. 

RICHARD [finding itj : Here it is. 

lavinia: There was a scarf with beads on it from India— I 

wore it when I was the Queen- [She goes on her kriees too, 

and searches in the box,\ 

Harriet: And there were four swords—flat ones—but one 
was broken- 

She joins lavinia and searches in the box, 

EMILY [rushing to the box'\ : Princes and Princesses—oh, how 
lovely! 

jane; What on earth are you talking about? 

jasper [smiling^'. Princes and Princesses—it was a dressing- 

up game—we played it when we were children- 

Harriet: On Sundays—only on Sundays- 

They sing a foolish little tune: * Princes and Princesses,* They 
act a little too, fragments of the game they remember, lavinia 
ts crowned with the paper crown, jasper and richard fight a 
brts\ duel with the swords. At the end lavinia tears off her 
crown and throws it on to the floor, 

lavinia: This is wicked—wicked—I shall never forgive my¬ 
self to the end of my days- 

She sinh^s on to a sofa, in tears. The others loo\ at her mutely, 
RICHARD rises from the floor where he has been lying since 
being hilled in the duel and dusts himself down, 
jasper: Don’t cry, Lavvy—please don’t. 

lavinia [tearftdly\\ —God must surely punish us for this 
heartlessness, dancing and singing and playing, with Father not 
yet cold in his grave. 

jasper; That is an emotional statement, my dear, understand¬ 
able in the circumstances, but hardly accurate. 

Emily: The cemetery really is very exposed, Lavinia. 
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lavinia; Forgive us. Papa, forgive us- 

RICHARD: A little more Madeira, Charles, our sister is becoming 
hysterical. 

CHARLES pours out sotnc Madeira and hands it to richard, who 
ta\es it to lavinia. 

Here, my dear. 

lavinia: No, no—I don’t want it, 
jasper: Drink it, Lavinia, it will calm you. 
jane: I think I should like a little more, too- 
charles [pouring it for her^x Very well Harriet? 

Harriet: Yes, please. 

JASPER [to lavinia] : Come along, dear. 

LAVINIA [sipping the wine \: How shameful—oh, how shame¬ 
ful! 

Charles: Emily, some more wine? 

EMILY: May I, Edward? 

EDWARD: Yes, my love, but only a little. 

CHARLES: There is only a little left. 

RICHARD: We had better ring for some more. 
lavinia: No, Richard, no—I forbid it, 

RICHARD: As you say, Lavvy, but my throat is cruelly dry. 
CHARLES: Mine too—Jasper? 

jasper: Dry as dust. 

LAVINIA [bursting into tears agazn^x DustI Oh, Jasper!^ 

The door opens discreetly and burrows enters bearing an- 
other decanter of Madeira, 'Everyone loo\s at him in silence as 
he places it ceremoniously on the tray. He loo\s enquiringly at 
CHARLES who is holding the empty decanter. Charles gives it 
to him. He bows politely and goes to the door. He turns and 
regards them all lovingly for a moment then, from his cuff, he 
produces a large white handkerchief with which he wipes hts 
eyes, but it is difficult to tell whether he is laughing or weeping. 
He goes out, closing the door behind him. 
jasper: With every advancing year Burrows grows wiser. 

Harriet: And kinder. 
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RICHARD: And more understanding. 

jasper: Surely, among ourselves, a little private toast to Bur¬ 
rows would not be entirely without grace? 

CHARLES: Hear, hear! 

EMILY : I think Papa would have wished it. 

EDWARD: Well spoken, my love. 

lavinia: Papa would not have approved at all—Jasper—I ap¬ 


peal to you- 

HARRIET: Oh, Lavvy, I know he would- 

RICHARD: Tinge your grief with tolerance, Lavinia. 

CHARLES: What harm is there, Lavinia? 

jane: Don’t be silly, Lavinia. 

jasper: The ‘Ayes’ have it—charge your glasses. 

Everybody refills their glasses. 


[Raising his glass.^ To Burrows—our first friend—don’t you re¬ 
member, Lavinia? He made us toys in the woodshed. He read 
us stories when we were ill; he gave us forbidden sweets from 
the pantry. He loved us all—you particularly, Lavinia—have 
you forgotten his tenderness when Mother died? Have you 
forgotten his welcoming smile when we came home from 
school? Surely this small gesture of affection to him can only 
be a pale sin in the eyes of heaven. To Burrows, Lavinia. 

LAVINIA [rising to her ieei\'. To Burrows! [She drin 1 {s.'\ 

all: To Burrows! [fThey drin\^ 

Charles: That was delicious. 

RICHARD: I think it must have come from Papa’s special cellar. 

EMILY : I believe I should like a little more. 

EDWARD: No, Emily. 

EMILY [gaily]: Spoilsport—I defy you! 

She quickly pours herself out another glassful and drin\s tt 
before anyone can stop her. 

Harriet: Emily! 

lavinia: Behave, Emily. 

jasper: You shock me appallingly, Emily—I’m almost sure 
you do. 
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EMILY: Nonsense! 

EDWARD: I apologise—apologise to you all. Come to bed, 
Emily. 

EMILY: Papa liked wine—he liked it to excess—I expect this 
is hereditary. 

Edward: Come to bed immediately. 

EMILY: I shall do no such thing, my love, so there! I want to 

see what more there is in the box- [She \neels on the floor 

beside it and begins to rummage about in /V.] 

jane: Poor Edward, I fear the grape has robbed you o£ your 
marital authority. 

RICHARD: Vanquished, Edward—^be a man and admit it. 
lavinia: I feel a little faint—the heat, I think, and everyone 

behaving so strangely- 

HARRIET [going to her\ : My dear- 

jane: Would you like me to take you upstairs? 
lavinia: No, no, it will pass—it’s nothing. 

RICHARD: Some salts—some vinegar? 

lavinia: No, no—think perhaps a thimbleful more of that 
wine- 

CHARLES [pouring her out some'\ \ Here, my dear- 

lavinia: Thank you, Charles—how kind. [She accepts it 

wea\lyJ\ 

jane: I feel very curious myself. 
jasper: Beloved! 

HARRIET: Open the window. 

jane: No —the air is damp—it would be dangerous- 

RICHARD: Some wine? 

jane: Perhaps—perhaps that would revive me. 

CHARLES [pouring her out some\ : Here, my dear. 

JANE [smiling gaily\ : Thank you, Charles. 

They all casually take a little more wine, 

EMILY [at the box^ : Oh, look—look-! 

jasper: What is it? 

EMILY: The musical box—don’t you remember? 
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RICHARD: I thought it had dropped to pieces years ago. 
lavinia: Aunt Heathcote gave it to us—it was a Christmas 
present. 

HARRIET: Papa forbade us to play it. 

EMILY [placing it on the table and tuinding it] : He can’t for¬ 
bid us now! 

EDWARD [reprovingly]: Emily! 

EMILY: Shhl Be still—listen- 

They all listen—no sound comes from the musical box, 
jasper: It’s old and tired, it’s forgotten how to play. 

RICHARD: No, no—there was a little catch—I’m sure there 
was- 

Emily: Make it play, Richard—please try- 

RICHARD tinkers with it and it strides one note. They all sing 
*Let*s play a tune on the music box* They stop singing and the 
music box tinkles out a tinny little melody. 

RICHARD: There! 

EMILY [clasping her hands ecstatically] : Oh, how sweet— 
how sweet! 

Harriet: The red schoolroom curtains—I can suddenly see 

them—blowing out in the draught- 

RICHARD: The hard pink sugar on the edge of the cake—I can 
suddenly taste it. 

jasper: Your hand in mine, Jane, when you were brought over 
to tea by your governess—I can suddenly feel it. 
jane [taking his hand] : Oh, darling- 

Emily: Again, again—make it play again—I want to remem¬ 
ber, too- 

RICHARD tinkers with it again. It plays the same sticky Idtle 
melody. 

EMILY begins to sing—they all join in—little snatches of 
melody come back them out of their childhood. 

Harriet: There was another tune as well—I remember dis¬ 
tinctly—it played another tunc- 

RICHARD: We mustn’t ask too much of it, 
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jasper: Try the little catch again. 

HARRIET: It was a waltz. 

JANE [looking at jasper]: Of course it was — a waltz—don’t 
you recall it, my dear love? We danced to it years later—at a 
ball—just before we were married—it was this—it was this 
She starts to sing — richard is still at u/or 1 ^ on the music box — 
suddenly it begins to play again—the tune that jane is singing. 
EMILY: It’s remembered—oh, how clever of it! 

RICHARD: Hush, Emily—that was their love song- 

JASPER and JANE sing to each other the love song of their 
youth. The others join in, humming very softly, as they dance 
together. At the end of it jane sin^s to the floor in a deep 
curtsy, JASPER bows over her, taking her hand. 
jasper: I love you, my heart. 
jane; ‘Till death us do part-’ 

Me raises her to her feet and tal^es her in his arms. 

LAViNiA sin\s on to the sofa once more in tears. 

RICHARD: Oh, Lavvy! 

LAVINIA : Don’t mock me—these are true tears. 

jasper: Not sad ones though, I beg of you- 

LAVINIA : Mama died when we were little. Papa died four 
days ago, but life isn’t dead, is it—^is it? 

jasper: Never, as long as it’s gay, as long as it’s happy. 
EMILY: Poor Papa—poor dear Papa! 
lavinia: To hell with Papa! 

HARRIET: Lavinia! 
richard: Lavinia! 

EMILY: Oh, Lavvy, how can you! 
jasper: Bravo, Lavvy! 

lavinia: I mean it—^give me some more Madeira, Charles. 
CHARLES: Good Heavens! 

lavinia; I hated Papa, so did you, Jasper, and Harriet and 

Richard and Emily- 

EMILY: Oh, Lavvy—don’t—don’t- 
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lavinia: He was cruel to Mamai he was unkind to us, he was 

profligate and pompous and worse still, he was mean- 

CHARLES [handing her some wine^ : Here, my dear—drink this. 

LAViNiA [taking it]: Certainly I will- [She raises her glass,] 

Now I will propose a toast—To Papa—and to the truth, too— 
Papa and the truth together—for the first time. 

jasper: I do hope you will not regret this in the morning, 
Lavinia. 

Harriet: Don’t you think you had better retire to bed? 
EMILY: I feel frightened. 

lavinia: This may be wicked. I expect it is—I expect I shall 
be punished for it—but I don’t care. You escaped—all of you 
-—you found husbands and wives and lives of your own—but 

I had to stay here—with him- For years he has scarcely 

spoken to me—I’ve counted the linen—I’ve added up the bills 
—I’ve managed the house—years ago I said good-bye to some¬ 
one I loved because my miserable unkind conscience told me 
that it was my duty. I’ve sat here in this house week after week, 
month after month, year after year, while he insulted me and 
glowered at me and betrayed our name with common village 
loves. The will—the happy will which was read to us to-day was 
made ten years ago—you realize that, do you not? 

jasper: Lavinia—what in heaven’s name- 

lavinia: What you do not realise is that he made another—■ 

a week before he died- 

Harriet: What are you saying? 

RICHARD: Lavinia—are you mad? 

EMILY [ufailing]: Oh, Lavvy! 

lavinia: None of us were even mentioned in it. Five thou¬ 
sand pounds was left to Mrs. Wynant. Six thousand pounds to 
Rose Dalton. Three thousand pounds to Mrs. ^Vate^bury—I 
can only gather that she was less satisfactory than the others—• 
and the rest to a fund for the erection of a new church con¬ 
taining a memorial of himself in black marble I 
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jasper: Lavinia—are you sure of this? 
i^avinia: Quite sure. Burrows witnessed it. 

jasper: And would it be trespassing too far on your indis¬ 
cretion to ask what became of it? 

lavinia: Seven and a half minutes after Papa breathed his 
last. Burrows and I burnt it. 
jasper: Ring the bell, Richard, 

richard: Very well. [He goes to the hell and pulls zt.] 

EMILY: I think, Edward dear, another sip of wine would be 
pardonable in the circumstances. 

HARRIET: I agree. 

jane: Black marble—how very nasty. 

RICHARD: Black clay would have been more appropriate. 
They all pour themselves out a little more Madeira, 

EMILY: Poor Mrs. Waterbury. 

jane: Think of the humiliation she has been spared. 
HARRIET: I wonder where Rose Dalton is now? 
jasper: In Scotland, I believe—she married a Baptist. 

EDWARD: Do you suppose Mrs. W^ynant suspects? 
jasper: Suspects what, Edward? 

EDWARD: About the—er—about your father—^about what La¬ 
vinia has just told us? 

lavinia: I observed an expensive diamond brooch fastening 
her cloak in church to-day. That, I think, should be a sufficient 
reward for services rendered. 

jasper: How hard you are, Lavinia. 
jane; And how right. 

BURROWS enters, 

burrows: You rang, Mr. Jasper? 
jasper: Yes, Burrows. 

RICHARD: Wc wish to ask you a question. Burrows. 
burrows: Much better, thank you. Master Richard. A little 
herb tea sooths all disharmony. 
jasper: a question, Burrows. 
burrows: Very well, Mr. Jasper. 
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jasper: Miss Lavinia gives me to understand that you wit¬ 
nessed my late father’s last Will and Testament. 

BURROWS [cupping his ear with his hand]: I beg your par¬ 
don, sir? 

jasper: Did you or did you not witness my late father’s last 
Will and Testament? 

burrows: My affliction is increasing bad, Mr. Jasper, I shall 
never be able to hear that particular question. 

LAVINIA [softly]z Thank you. Burrows. 

burrows: Not at all. Miss Lavinia. 

RICHARD: Some Madeira, Burrows? 

Me holds up the decanter. 

burrows: I should be honoured, Master Richard. 

RICHARD [pouring him some]: Here, then. 

BURROWS [accepting it] : At your service always. 

jasper: Thank you. Burrows. 

BURROWS [catching sight of the musical box] : Have I your per¬ 
mission for a moment? 

jasper: Certainly—what is it? 

burrows: There should be a little tune, a little tune from the 
years that are dead—allow me- 

Me starts the musical box. It plays the same gay little melody 
that it played before. Me stands beside it, bending down to hear 
it more clearly, then he stands up with his head nodding to the 
tune and raises his glass. 

burrows: I drink to you all- [Then to jasper and jane.] 

And to you, sir, and ma’am—this house was happy when there 
were children in it- 

Me drinks, emily and jane and Harriet start to sing. All 
the others join in. The tune becomes gayer and swifter until 
they are all hand in hand and dancing round burrows as — 
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